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PREFACE. 


The  extensive  sale  of  Prohibition  Bells  and  Clarion  Call,  compiled 
by  the  Silver  Lake  Quartette,  has  encouraged  the  authors  of  this  book  to 
attempt  to  supply  the  demand  for  new  temperance  and  Prohibition  songs. 
It  has  been  our  aim  to  make  as  good  a  collection  as  possible,  not  only  of 
temperance  songs,  but  also  of  songs  suitable  for  entertainments,  religious 
meetings,  and  all  song  services.  We  send  forth  Silver  Tones  on  its  mis- 
sion, hoping  that  it  will  bear  a  part  in  hastening  the  overthrow  of  the  liquor 
traffic,  and  in  making  the  world  happier  and  better. 

C.  H.  Mead. 
G.  E.  Chambers. 
W.  A.  Williams. 


Persons  desiring  the  services  of  the  Silver  Lake  Quartette  should  address  Rev.  C.  H. 
Mead,  D.D.,  58  Reade  Street,  New  York. 


FEANKLIN  COLLEGE, 

New  Athens,  O.,  was  founded  in  1825.  For  five  years,  boarding,  tuition,  furnished 
room,  books  (rented),  fuel,  and  light  have  cost  ladies  $2.90  per  week  ;  gentlemen,  $3.10. 
Diplomas  for  Classical,  Scientific,  Normal,  Commercial,  Music,  Art.  Elocution,  and  Short- 
hand courses.  Franklin  College  has  sent  out  U.  S.  Senators,  Governors,  Judges,  College 
Presidents,  etc.  About  60%  of  all  the  alumni  have  entered  the  ministry.  No  saloons, 
lleligious  surroundings.  Compare  rates,  record,  and  advantages,  and  see  if  Franklin 
(Jollege  is  not  the  best  place  to  get  a  first-class  education,  at  the  least  possible  expense. 
Three  terms,  beginning  the  first  week  in  September,  January,  and  April  respectively. 
Send  for  catalogue. 

Rev  W.  A.  Williams,  D.D.,  President. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  a.  Williams. 


SILVER  TONES. 


No.  I, 


Licensed  I 


W.  A.  WiLLIAMg. 


i  K  IS  >^  N-i  [- 


■-N-  S  N-p 


1.  Licensed  to  make  the  strong  man  weak,  Licensed  to    lay  the  wise  man  low, 

2.  Licensed  to     do     a  neighbor    harm,  Licensed  to    kin- die  hate  and  strife, 

3.  Licensed  thyneighbor's  purse  to    drain  And  rob  him   of    the    ver  -  y  last; 

4.  Licensed  where  peace  and  qui  -  et    dwell  To  bring  dis- ease  and  want  and  woe ; 


S3 


I,    I.  i 


1 


_ — s—b-it 


-s — K- 


I 

Licensed   a  wife's  fond  heart  to    break    And  make  her  children's  tears  to  flow. 
Licensed   to  nerve  the  robber's    arm,      Li-censed    to  whet  the  murderer's  knife. 
Licensed    to  heat  his  feverish    brain.     Till  mad-ness  crown  thy  work  at  last. 
Licensed   to  make  this  world  a     hell.     And   fit    men  for    a    hell  be  -  low. 


m 


;E=b=b=b=t 


t± 


1 


3 


✓  ✓ 

A  N- 


Licensed!    licensed!    to    wring  the  heart  with  pain, 


Licensed!     licensed!  to 


- — V — ¥ — ? — r  i_cz=r=:^ziiv  


N    N  N 


--K  Sr- 


f 


sell  the  soul  for  gain, — To  wring  the  mother's  heart  withpain.To  sell  immortal  souls  for  gain. 


V — I— ^ — - — w  w  w  w  

-#— # — # — # — 0 — #- 


✓   ✓  ^ 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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No.  2. 


Our  Little  Darling. 


Written  under  the  shadow  of  bereavement,  and  dedicated  to  all  bereaved  parents. 

Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  J.  W.  Eicher. 
May  be  sung  as  Soprano  and  Tenor  Duet. 


1.  We  have  buried  our  own  lit  -  tie  dar-ling        -  way  from  our    raor  -  tal  sight ; 

2.  In       sad-ness  we  knelt  at  her  bed-side,  And  heard  her  last    pit- i  -  ful  moan ; 

3.  We  are  lone-ly,  yes,  ev  -  er    so    lone-ly;    Our  eyes  are  now  fill-ing  Avith  tears, 


And  her  beau- ti- ful     glo  -  ri  -  fied  spir  -  it 
Then     fold-ing  her  hands  o'er  her  bosom. 
As  we  call  up  the  precious  sad  memories 


Now  rev- els  in    heav-en  -  ly  light. 
We  humbly  thanked  God  she  was  gone. 
Of   all    of  those  beau-ti  -  ful  years. 


1 


I 

She'll  know  not  an-oth  -  er  day's  ill-ness. 
Gone — carried  up  home  by  the  an- gels, 
We  miss  her,  ah !  con-stant-ly  miss  her ; 


±zztz=t: 


-i( — -^- 


■-N  


Her    suf-fer  -  ings  here  are    all  o'er, 
With  Je  -  sus  for  -  ev  -  er     to  reign ; 
Methinks  I    can  now  hear  her  cry, 


j       And  with  beckoning  hands  she  is    wait-ing     To  greet  us    on  heaven's  bright  shore. 
Where    none  of  earth's  blighting  dis  -  eas-es      Can  e'er  reach  our  darling    a  -  gain. 
"Come  up    here,  dear  pa  -  pa  and  mam- ma,    Thepeo-ple  here  nev-er  more  die." 


s:,.  * — h   Y  h 

t  : 

^          '                       >  ^ 

1/ 

— 

/  1/ 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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Our  Little  Darllngr. 


Chorus. 


_D  h,-^ — I  

VliZ         0      l_#  • 

— is- 

• 

— N  S — S- 

-0-^-0 — 0 — 

 S  S  K- 

Oh,  yes, 

we 

are 
— 

com- 
— #— 

ing 

— #— 

— #— 

to  n 
■o- 

—9 — 

^0  p  =  =._j 

1 

aeet  you  ;  Soon  the 
±     •  i  *  • 

1.0-^0 — 0— 

sorrows  of 

-0  ^  * 

life  will  be  ( 
•0.      >  > 

i  0 

^0—  

)'er. 

1  L^— Ll>— 

5! 

1  yi — i^— 

V  >— 

L,  □ 

We'll  hail  you,  our  darling    im-mor-tal,  Where  you '11  never  be    sick  an -y  more. 


y^,         ^          :    0     0       •       #  t^. 

 ^ — L^_i_^ — 9  9  0  0 — 

f— 1-^-5- 

1/  ✓ 

I — i— »  .  r~ 

 1> — 1  1  

No.  3. 


Happy  Children. 


ROUND  IN  THREE  PARTS.    Sing  three  times. 


W.  A.  Williams. 


■4- 


Hap-py,  hap-py    children,  Happy,  hap  -  py  children,  Hap-py,  hap  -  py  children, 


Sing  -  ing      ev  -  'ry- where.    Sing  -  ing,    "Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion's  com  -  ing, 


— 

-0              [-#  # 

--+-- 

1 

 ^  ^  

L-j  ^__^_LI  J-J 

It     is     in    the  air."     Coming,  'tis  coming,  'tis  coming  'tis  coming  ev-'ry- where. 


No.  4.  An  Incident  True. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams  . 

1.  If  you'll  listen,  I'll  tell  you  an  in-ci-dent  true,  Which  occurred  in  a  high  license  place, 

2.  In  the  cit  -  y  Chi-ca- go,  a  poor  drunken  man,  In  his  wrath  seized  his  dead  infant  child; 

3.  But  who  sold  him  the  drink  ?  who  enacted  the  laws  That  allowed  the  sa-loon-ist  to  sell? 

4.  Shall  we  say  that  the  man  who  elects,by  his  vote,Those  who  makejust  such  laws  ev'ry  time, 

5.  Can  we  tell  at  whatprice  all  that's  dear  shall  be  sold.  And  just  what  is  the  worth  of  a  soul  ? 

— ^-J-^*  #  ^—^—0  — 0—0— It  0^-^:1—^ 


-i— ^: 


Where  five  thousand  saloons  pay  a  large  rev-e-nue,  For  the  right  to  breed  crime  and  disgrace. 
With  its  bod  -  y  he  beat  his  own  poor  dying  wife ;  Licensed  rum  made  him  frantic  and  wdld. 
And  who  made  himsaloonist?  and  who  was  the  cause  Of  this  hor-ri-ble  deed  rCan  you  tell? 
And  sup-ports  par-ty  platforms  that  license  denote,  Has  no  part  in  this  ter  -  ri-ble  crime? 
Can  the  sum  that  would  meet  all  the  damage  be  told, — That  would  make  ev'ry  broken  heart  whole. 


(9^,  * — -0- 

0    ft  0  0    .1^  ,  -,1^ 

-0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0— 

ft — ft—^— 

It— t=[=i 

0  0-^ 
0 — 0 — 0— 

%=^=^ 

tf  r  r  J 

\  b— b- 

-1  

Chorus. 


-E» — It — » — * — « — j=j — i 


3 


Oh,  what  shall  we   do  with  this  ter  -  ri  -  ble  curse,And  when  will  de-liv- 'ranee  come? 

j'--^^-*--^-^-0--0--0--0--0--0--0-  i>5>- 


-e— 4-T— 1  -i  \  \-^ 

0 — 

-1 — 

i   i   i  i~ 

■  -J  -1 — 

:  •  i  

^  —  0  0  0 — J 

O     God,  we   turn  our 

eyes   to    Thee,  Pro  - 

-  .  *  • 

tect,  pro  -  tect    our  J 

lome. 

^^z±=:  :_t:  1  1  

0 

r— #  0  0  0  1 

3:  t-t— E=: 

-f— r— f 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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No.  5.  Uncle  Sam  a  Drummer. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 

The  State  Department  requested  our  South  American  consuls  to  solicit  information  that  would 
help  the  brewers  enlarge  their  trade  there. 
 ^_ 


4-J^^-^:p^ZI:^z:4vz::Jv=:I^ 


r-N- 


1 


(  Fall  and  win-  ter,  spring  and  summer,  Un  -  cle  Sam 
\He's  a 


He's 
.?  _ 


hus-tler,  he's 
-roused  the  in 


is    now   a  drura-mer,  Un  -  cle 
a    huni-mer,  He  is    work-ing  for   the  bummer,  He  is 
dig  -na  -  tion    Of    all  chris-tian-ized  ere  -  a    tion,  Of  all 
Ev'  -  ry     pa  -triot   in   the  na-tion  Should  hold  up     to    ex  -  e  -  cra-tion,  Should  hold 
«  J  On  -  ly  straight  out  Pro-hi  -  bi  -  tion,  From  po  -  lit  -  i  -  cal   per  -  di  -  tion^  From  po  - 
\  On  -  ly     to  -  tal    ab   -  o  -  li  -  tion,  Neither  high  nor  low  per  -  mis-  sion,  Neither 

:^^^zzir=ji==^==g==g=i:t:i=:g— L    |  —^—fziz^ 


m 


j/ — ^ — 


:r=f: 


i 


Sam  is  now 
work  -  ing  for 
chris  -  tian  -  ized 
up  to  ex 
lit  -  i  -  cal 
high     nor  low 


a     drum  -  mer,  For  the     wid  -  er       sale  of 

the     bum  -  mer  Ev'  -    ry     day    through  -  out  the 

ere    -   a  -    tion,     At       the  mean  -  ness      of  the 

e    -   era  -  tion  Such     in  -  tol  -  er    -    a    -  ble 

per  -     di     -  tion.  Can      preserve      us       tru  -  ly 

per  -    mis  -  sion,  Is  the       tick  -  et,     sir,  for 


beer, 
year, 
deed, 
greed, 
free. 


Chorus. 


Uncle  Sam: 


Our  Uncle  Sam? 


Yes,  Uncle  Sam. 


Oh  what  a  shame !  Un-cle 
^  ^  ^ 


Our  Uncle  Sam. 


N  N 


-# — 0 — #- 


Our  Uncle  Sam?        Oh,  take  the  stigma  from  your  Uncle  Samuel's  name. 


Sam? 


Yes,  U 


es,  Uncle  Sam. 


8— e 


m 


Our  Uncle  Sam. 
Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


No.  6. 

1st  Voice. 


No  Wife  at  All. 

Sing  as  far  as  repeat  marks,  in  turn,  then  all  together. 


lit 


tie 


farm    well      tilled,  A 


lit 


M  u  2nd  Voice. 


tie  cot  well 
— K  K  s 


A  lar 
3rd  Voice. 


ger     farm    well  tilled,  A 


big  -   ger    house  well 


-#  P—r-^ 


like 


a       farm    well  tilled,  I 


like      the    house  well 


filled. 


lit  -  tie     wife  well  willed  give    me,  give  me, 

\ 


A  short  wife, 


-0-  * 


filled,    A        tal  -  ler    wife  well  willed  give    me,  give  me, 


filled,  But 


wife    at      all    give    me,    give  me. 


-0  0  #- 

-f—'—f-\^0—P~ 

a  J 

i=f=- 

jhort  wife. 

_A  :  U- 

Asl 

^  

1  0  M-i 

lort  wife,  a  s 
--n  S  N 

-0  0  0- 

-1  > — Ll  u 

hort  wife,  give  me,  give 

me, 

tall  wife,  a    tall      wife,   a  tall  wife,    a  tall  wife,  give  me,  give  me,  A 


No  wife  at  all  give  me,  give  me,       No  wife  at  all  give         me,  give  me, 

8 


No  Wife  at  All. 

After  this  repeat,  go  to  the  first,  second  and  third  voices, 
and  sing  them  together  twice  over  for  the  ending  of  the  tune. 


a  short  wife,  A  short  wife,  a  short  wife,  give  me  give  me. 


ife,  a  tall  wife,  give  me,  gi 


No  wife  at  all,  no  wife  at  all  give  me,  give  me.  No  wife  at  all  give       me,  give  me. 


No.  7. 


God  Help  me  Here  to  Stand. 

'Here  I  stand,  God  help  me,  I  cannot  do  otherwise." — Martin  Luther. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


--N  ^— r- 


1.  I'll  nev  -  er     vote    for       rev  -  e  -  nue.  From 

2.  Down  with    the    shameful        liq  -  uor    den !  A 

3.  My  voice  shall     ev  -  er       be     for     war,  War 

4.  And  shall     I    shrink    to       cast     my    lot,  A 

5.  To  do      thy  work.  Lord,  make  me    brave  To 


rumshops 
crime  of 
to  the 
mong  that 
lend  a 


in  our 
crimes  I'll 
bit  -  ter 
gal  -  laut 
help  -  ing 
JL  JL 


if 


—m  «  «- 


m 


land,  For     oth-  er  -  wise      I      can  -  not     do,    God  help  me  here  to 

brand  The    traf-  fic       in    the    souls    of     men,  God  help  me  here  to 

end;  The    curse  in    drinks  I       do     ab  -  hor,    God  help  me  here  to 

band  Who  strive  to    save    from  drink's  foul  blot?   God  help  me  here  to 

hand;  Some  poor  lost  soul  from    drink    to    save.  God  help  me  here  to 

^Z=ft  U  1 


Fine. 

stand, 
stand, 
stand, 
stand, 
stand. 


f 


For 
Chorus. 


1 


oth  -er  -  wise     I        can-  not     do,    God   help    me  here 


to  stand. 
D.S. 


God 


help 


me, 


God  help  me, 
^       tl  ^ 


God  help 


here 


to  stand. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.WiLLiAMS. 
9 


No.  8. 


Sweet  Assurance. 


w.  A.  w. 


W.  A.  Williams.   By  per. 


(          1  am  rest  -  ing  in  thee,thou  re-deem-er  ■  of  men,    I   am  trusting- thy  pow-er   to  save.  ) 

\      ]-m  redeem'dfromniy  sins,  1  am  sav'd  by  thy  grace,  And  I'll  triumph  o'er  death  and  the  grave.  ( 

(       Not  con-tent  just  to  wish  or  to    hope  I   amsav'd,  I  have  sought  my  ac-ceptance  to  know;  ) 

( I  liave  found  him  at  last, whom  my  soul  long  hath  crav'd,Praise  the  Lord!  I'm  made  whiter  tlian  snow.  ) 

(  Oh!  what  peace  when  hewhisper'd,"Thysinsareforgiven,Cometo  me,heav-y    la-den,  and  rest."  ) 

I      And  I'mhap- py  to  -  day,  for  I'm  cer-tain  of  heav'n,  And  1  know  I  am  per-fect-ly  blest,  f 

(    Now  the  Spir-it  him  -  self  beareth  witness  with  mine,  That  I'm  one  of  the  chil  -  dren  of  God.  I 

(    If  a  child,thep  an  heir.and  a  joint  heir  with  Christ,Seal'd  by  grace  thro' liis  own  precious  blood.  / 


Chorus. 


4=i 


MS 


Sweet    as  -  sur      -      -      -      ance,  I    have  found  him,       And  I 

Sweet    as  -sur -ance,    1    have  found  him,  Sweet  as  -  sur-ance,  I  have  found  him. 


■  *«- 


IS 


:P=:r=l?~J=:: 


-4 

-:-  =F?E 

(2. 

\W    s  -t  • 

1/ 

know  that  he  is  mine  and  I    am  his,  Sweet  as  -  sur      -      -     ance,        I  have 

hal  -  le-lujah !  Sweet  assurance,  I  have  found  him,sweet  as- 


— -\- 


:Jzz:J: 


found 
sur  -  ance. 


him, 

I   have  found  him, 


Oh!    it   fills  me  with  trans-port-  ing  bliss. 

Oh  !   it    fills   me,  thrills  me  with  trans-port  -  ing  bliss. 


Copyright,  i888,  by  E.  C.  Avis. 


No.  9. 


I  Need  Thy  Pardon,  Lord. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  L.  THOMPSON. 


4 


1.  1 

2.  I 

3.  I 


need 
need 
need 


thy  par  -  don, 
thy  par  -  don, 
thy  par  -  don, 


Lord, 
Lord, 
Lord, 


Be  -  fore 
My  on 
On  me 


thy  throne  I 

ly  hope  art 
thy  grace    be  - 


bow, 
thou, 
stow, 


— ^ — 

On 
With- 
O 


thy      for-give  -  ness        I      de  -  pend,    0  send  thy    par  -  don  now; 

out     thee  all      is       dark  and  drear,    O  send  the  light   just  now; 

cleanse  my  heart  and     make    it    pure,    O  send  for  -  giv  -  ness  now; 

 ^  ^  ^  ,  0  "0-  ^  »"  


Chorus. 


Just  now, 


Just  now, 


 >-  f  


By  per.  of  Will  L.  Thompson  &  Co.,  East  Liverpool,  Ohio. 
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out     my  sins    and    make    me    pure,    O      send     thy  par  -  don  now. 


No.  10.  Lillie  of  the  Snow-Storm. 

With  expression.  Not  too  fast.  Henry  C.  Work. 

^  ^r-^¥~":      T=h=  ^  ^-^^-=iifi=:^pi:jz=4=:^=H 


To 
Far 
Lil 


— ' — m- 


*  ^ 


his 
a 

lie 


Morn  -  ing 


home,  his  once  white,  once  lov'd 
cross        the       prai  -  rie     stood  a 

prays —  The  harps     are    hush'd  in 

dawns-  -  the       hus-band       and  the 


cot  -  tage,  Late  at 
dwelling,  Where  from 
Heav-  en — An  -  gels 
fa  -  ther,  So    -  ber'd 

:it=r=t=t— 


::t: 


3= 


night,  a  poor    in  -  e  -  briate  came;  To  his    wife.      the    wait  -  ing    wife  and 

harm  they  oft  had  found  re  -  treat;  Thither    now,      all    brave  and     un  -  com  - 

poise  them  midway    in    the    sky;   Up  from  earth  there  comes  a      wail  of 

now,    to  seek  his  flock  has  come;  Lil  -  lie    dear      is     liv  -    ing,    but  her 


(laugh  -  ter.  Who    for  him  had  fann'd  the  \nid-  night 

plain  -  ing.  Did    they  urge  their    wea  -  ry,  way-worn 

sor  -  row,  Such     a  wail  as     must    be  heard  on 

moth  -  er —  Hours  a  -  go,  an      an  -  gel  bore  her 


flame;  Rude  -  ly 
feet:  But  their 
high  :  "Fa  -  ther 
home;  Ah,  poor 


met,  they  answer'd  him  with 

strength,  un  -  e  -  qual  to  their 

dear  !  my  oth  -  er,  bet  -  ter 

man  !  how  bit  -  ter  is  his 


✓ 

un 


tast  -ed 


F:-^-^— • — E-E — r — t 

Jt  1  '  1  ^  >/  5  t-F  i  


 P  ^  ^- 

kind-ness  — Gave  him  all  their  own 
cour  -age,  Fail'd  them  as  they  wander'd  to  and 
Fa  -  ther !  Won't  you  hear  your  daughter  Lil  -  lie 
an  -  guish.  As      he    now     re-pents  his  punish'd 


1 
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Lillie  of  the  Snow-Storm. 


—m—-  s —  ^~ 

store;  'Twas    but     small,    aad  he 


tist 


with  aw  -  fill 

fro;       Till,      at       last,       the    fee  -  ble,  faint-ing 
pray  ?    Won't  you     send    some  strong  and  care  -ful 
the  child,  who,  half  un 


Bend  -  ing 


j'^  *  ♦ 


curs  -  es,    Spurn'd  the 
moth  -  er,  Speechless 
an    -    gel.     Who  will 
con  -  scious.    Sad  -  ly 


zzzS: 


■? — ' 


Chorus 


-T-*— -T-~hj~— p— f^— 


gift,     and  drove  them  from  his  door.  While  the  storm,  the  wihi,  wild  win-  trv 

sank     up  -  on      the  drift-  ed  snow.  While  the  storm,  &c. 

help     my    moth  -  er  on  her  way."  While  the  storm,  &c. 

cries,  "Please, fa  -  ther,  let    us      in!"  While  the  storm,  &c. 


_  ff- 

 T 


V  — 


pp 


tern 


pest,  Swept  a  -  cross 


^g-b— ,  \ —  ■& 


the  prai  -  ries    cold  and  white;  What 


i 


- — — -j^— ^ — 


1^     ^      ^  ^ 

shame  that  Lil  -  lie  and  her    moth-er  Were     a  -  broad  on  such  a    fear  -  ful  night 
^  ^ 

^i=-z=p:=::-=ni 


I 


r 


— 
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No.  11 


Beware  of  the  Fire  I 


Words  and  Music  by  C.  H.  Mead. 


.0  0  «  L^-l  1  1  \-m-l-^  ' 


1.  Ring  out!  Ring  out    a  migh  -  ty     a  -  larm,  In  Cit  -  y    andCoun-ty    and    State  j 

2.  Arouse!  Arouse!  ye   wom-en  and  men, And  nev  -  er  grow  wea -ry    nor  tire; 

3.  Turn  out !  Turn  out !  with  ballot  and  prayV,There's  fire  in    the  bot  -  tie   and  bowl; 


^1; 


S  K    #  0 

^0  0 

A    fire !    A    fire !   all     o  -  ver  the  land,    Is    burning  the  small  and  great. 
Our  boys  !  Our  boys  !  the    no-blest  and  best,  Are    be-ing  destroyed  by  fire. 
Destroy,     de-stroy,  the    traf-  fic     in  drink,  'Tis  burning  the  brain  and  soul. 

9  1  f  !— try — — > — \  5_tlrf_!^_v=± — L^_rp^ — 


Chorus. 

ff 

— 0 — 0 — r^A — 

Fire !  1 

^"ire  !    Fire  ! 

ff 

-I.- — '  J 

Fire !  Bew 

 0.  0  0— 

are      of    the  Rum-fiend' 
^;          ^  — 

— — '/  0— 

s  fire !  'Twill 

0-^  0  0  * 

 ' — ^- 

ores. 

>  __J  ,S__^_ 


ff 


—li — li — 9~u-~0~-V0 — ^ — p — ^— p — I — Ff — • — 0 — -li — #— F#^v^^-fl 

I 


burn  thy    bod-y  and  soul,  my  boy,  Be  -  ware. 


be  -  ware  of   the  fire 


Copyright,  1892,  W.  A.  Williams. 
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No.  12.      He  That  Biddeth  Him  God  Speed. 

"For  he  that  biddeth  him  God  speed  is  partaker  of  his  evil  deeds."  2  John  n. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


1.  "He    that  bid  -  deth  him  God  speed    Is    par-  tak  -  er      of    his    deed."  So  the 

2.  When    a    plat  -  form  is      so     built  That    it    aids  men    in  their  guilt.  And  you 

3.  Wash  your  hands   of   all     this  crime,  Vote  a    tick  -  et      ev  -  'ry    time  That  de  - 

4.  Tax      is    but    the  price  of  blood,  Where  has  li-cense    done  us    good?  For  the 

5.  Oh,  Re  -  pub  -  li  -cans  what  shame  Have  you  heaped  up-  on  your  name,  When  you 


-u— -t- 





word 
aid 


of  God  declares  in  ho  -  ly  rhyme.  If  you  by 
it,    ei  -  ther  by  your  words  oi  votes,  Don't  you  see 


m 


your  word  or  vote.  Aid  the 
that  you  will    be  Guilty 
Glares  th' unho- ly     traffic's  got      to  die;    Then  you  will    not  have  a    part  In  the 
mo  -  ney  will  not  heal  the  hearts  that  bleed,  If   this    li  -  cense  you  be-gin,  Why  not 
took  the    mon-ey  from  the     liq  -  uor  tribe,  And  vou  Dem  -  o  -crats  a  -  las  !  Make  an 


.[^ — 


— 


£3= 


-->- — , —  S  1- 

—  b  


■-m-- 


j 

traf  -  fic,    you  will  note,  You're  par  •  tak  -  er     of      the     li-  qour  deal  -  er's  crime, 
just  as     sure  as     he    who     by    your     au-thor  -    i  -    ty     turns  out    the  bloats, 
work  that  breaks  the  heart.  Damns  the  soul,    and  makes  the    lit    -  tie  chil  -  dren  cry. 
li-cense    ev  - 'ry  sin?    And    to     this     all  rogues  will  doubt-less    be      a  -  greed, 
ef-fort     to    sur-pass    Them    in    coax  -  ing    vot  -  ers     to      ac  -  cept    the  bribe. 


^|ife=?=z=:t=£z=:gz=?z=Ji; 


Chorus. 


'He    that    bid  -  deth    him  God  speed, 

J===:^i=(:!c:z==fe—SE=:i— feiz 


Is     par  -  tak  -    er      of    his  deed." 
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The  Answered  Prayer. 


W.  A.  Williams. 
^v-rt — ~N — j^: — K- 


1.  Soft    fell  the  moth  -  er's     lul  -  la  -  by,    The  dusk-  y    room  was  cool 

2.  Oh  love  that  trem  -  bled     in  that  tone,  That  sounded  through  the  twi 

3.  Oh  ten  -  der  bos  -  om    heav-ing  high  With  moth-er  love    and  pure 

4.  Gray  crept  the  dawn    be  -  hind  the  hill,  The  drea  -  ry  night  went  shiv 

5.  For  God  had  heard    the  prayer  she  sang.  That  hap-  py    moth-er    bend  ■ 


and 
light 

de  . 
'ring 

ing 


dim.  The  lace  crown'd  cot  swung  to  and  fro  In  rhythmic  meas-urel  to  the 
room;  Oh  love  that  shone  in  dew-  ey  eyes,  Like  stars  a-light  a  -  mid  the 
light;  Oh  words  of  hap  -  py  mel  -  o  -  dy,  God  keep  my  lit  -  tie  one  to 
by,  And  o'er  the  watchers  spent  and  chill,  The  sun  look'd  down  with  pity-ing 
low,    And    answered  it       at  break  of  day,  While  yet  the  cot  swung  to  and 


hymn :  "P>om  sin  and  sor  -  row,  God  of  light,  Preserve  my    lit  -    tie     one  to 
gloom,  While  ebb'd  and  flowed  the  ac-cents  mild,  "From  sin  and  sor  -  row    keep  my 
night.  While  sweet  the  ba  -  by  breathing  low.  And  lace-crown'd  cot  swung  to  and 
eye;  But  no  song    rose     a  -  mid  the  gloom  That  hung  athwart     that  darkened 
fro,  "From  sin  and     sorrow"    in    his   love,  God  called  the  lit    -    tie     one    a  - 

£  £  £    f:.  .   J:  £  f  ^  ^ 


— l-i— »— L — t- 

c 

u  u 

1  — 

/  

:^  S    S  5 

night,  "From  sin  and  sorrow,  God  of  light,  Preserve  my  lit  -  tie    one  to  night." 
child;  "While  ebb'd  andflow'd  in  accents  mild,  "From  sin  and  sorrow  keep  my  child." 
fro,  While  sweet  the  ba  -by  breathmg  low,  And  lace-crown'd  cot  swung  to  and  fro. 
room.  But  no  song  rose  a-mid  the  gloom,  That  hung  athwart  that  darkened  room, 
bove;  "From  sin  and  sor-row"  in  his  love,  God  called  the  lit  -  tie  one    a  -  bove. 


 ft  ^  

p-  1 

-#- 

4—  4—4—4— 

t  *  1 — \ — r 

4-  1 — b- 

— 1 

1  ^  i>  1^ 

^— 

^- 

X-  V 
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No.  14.  Don't  Let  the  Women  Vote. 

Jennie  Sayre.  J.  W.  Holton.  By  per. 


1.  Those  temp'rance  men  do  all     tt  ey       can,  To 

2.  Just  let  the  worn-  en  prate  and  pray,  By 
3    We'll  scare  those  temp'rance  men  somewhat, 


keep   their  cause 
that  they  will  do 
And  tell     them  they'll 


-  float; 
no  harm; 
lose  the  day. 


4.  If  we  get 


the  temp'rance  men  to     throw  That  suf  -  frage     plank  a  -  way. 


=4^ 


m 


I       have  no  fear   of  what    they    may  do,  So  long  as  the  women  don't  vote. 
But  when  they  talk  of      letting     them  vote,  My  soul  takes    on        a  -  larm. 
If  tney  don't  get  rid    of  those      women   folks.  And  throw  that  plank    a  -  way. 


And    drop  the  W. 


C. 


T.  U.  'Twill  be  a 


mer  -  ry 


t 


4- 


day. 


gill 


1^ 


M  ^Chorus.  ^ 


Male  Voices,  2nd  Bass  sing  Alto  Octave  Lower 

 ^  I  


=1= 


_      I  ^^  -4—  

g — _  0  0  


Dv)n't  let 

Don't  let 

Don't  let 

Djn't  let 


the 
the 


wo  -  men  vote  ! 
wo  -  men     vote  ! 


the  wo  -  men  vote  ! 
the     wo  -  men     vote ! 


Don't  let  the  women  vote!  We'll 

Don't  let  the  women  vote !  It's 

Don't  let  the  women  vote !  The 

Don't  let  the  women  vote !  We 

-       I.  >  _  J  I 


lit: 


oh. 


I  ■     1     r    1/   V    1  I 

lose     the  bat  -  tie  as  sure    as  you  live.  If  they  let  the  women  vote, 

good  bye  whis-  key,  beer  and  rum.  If  they  let  the  women  vote, 

whis-  key  traf  -  fic    is  gone  for  sure,  When  they  let  the  women  vote, 

fear    not  God,  and  we  fear  not  man.  But  we   fear  a  women  vote. 


No.  15. 


Get  There  Boys. 


E.  M.  Pierce,  J.       Dailey,  By  per.  From^What's  the  News?** 

For  Male  Voices,  in  chorus,  ist  Tenors  take  Tenors'  part;  2nd  Tenors,  Soprano. 

1.  We  are  coming,       li  -  cense    ad  -    vo  -  cates.  Five  hun  -  dred  thou-  sand  strong. 

2.  Will  high  li  -  cense  stop    the  sale      of  drinks,  To  young  men  or        to  old? 

3.  Yes,  the  pro  -  hi  -    bi  -  tion  par  -   ty    have    Got  jus  -  tice    on     their  side; 

4.  Oh,  you  nice  pro  -  fess  -  ing  Christians    here.  How  dare  you    ad    -  vo  -  cate 


You  can  see    our  flags    a    vi^av-ing,  You  can  hear    our  bat  -  tie  song;  In  our 
Where,  pray  tell     us     is      the  difPrence,   If   the  curs  -  ed  stuff     is  sold — There  is 
For      years  the    li  -  cense  question.  In    its    different  forms  was  tried.  From  the 
The    li  -  cense  high  or       license  Low      that  helps      to  drunkards  make.  Oh,  you 


V  k<. 


ranks    are    wives  and   mothers  Whose  boys  are     be  ■ 

only      one  way  out  The  fact  is       ve  ■ 

li  -  censed  rum  sa  -  loons.       Our    boys  go  down 

clog      the  wheels  of   tenvjyrance,  You  help  to  fan 

-#  \  ^  i  1  :  rg-izizji  ^_ 


ing    slain;  You  may 

ry    plain,    Al  -  tho 

in  shame.  Still  you 
the  flame  That  is 


scout  this 

you  may 

kick  on 
burn 


m 


mg 


pro 
fight 
pro 
up 


hi  -  bi  -  tion,  But  'twill  get  there,  just 

like  de  -  mons,    We     will  get  there,  just 

hi  -  bi  -  tion,  But  'twill  get  there,  just 

the  na  -  tion,  But  we'll  get  there,  all 


the  same, 
the  same, 
the  same, 
the  same. 


Copyright,  1 888,  by  J.  G.  Dailey,  Brockwayvilie,  Pa. 
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Get  There  Boys. 

Oh,  yes  we're  goin'  to   get  there,  get  there,   get  there, 
 ^  N  K  K  N  N  N  -N  -V- 


3^ 


n  0  ft 


Oh    get  there, 


Shout  aloud  and  hoUer  on  it,  Yes  we're  go  -  in'    to  get  there 


S    \    K    S    N  N 


I 


Oh,  yes  we're  goin'  to    get  there,  get  there,    get  there, 

Yes  we're  goin'     to     get     there,  get  there, 

Iji  !  r-N  ^  ^  K  N  K  N- 


boys,    get  there. 


get 


there. 


get 


there 

^ 


Rit. 


Shout  aloud  and  holler     on  it 
Yes  we're  goin'    to  get 


Yes    we're  goin'  to     get    there  boys.  Ha !    Ha !  Ha !  Get 
^  -  ^  t-  ti  ^ 


there. 


there,    get  there 
-K  ^-N  -K 


 ^  — 

\j       ^  Yes    we're  goin'    to  get 

Yes    we're  goin'  to  get  there  boys,  get  there 


Bet  your  bot-tom-dol-lar  on  it.    Get  there, 

ft  ^  ^  ^      ^  itj  ^  I 


get  there,  get  there, 

A.  A.  ±1 


there. 


get     there,  boys  we're  goin'  to  get  there,  get  there. 

Bet  your  bot-tom    dol-lar    on  it. 


i 


get  there, 
get  there, 


■# — 0 — 0- 


^      ^      1/  ^ 

get        there,        get  there. 

Bet  your  bot-tom    dol-lar   on    it  Yes  we're  goin'  to  get  there  boys. 


:b_i;_L_ 


131 


get  there, 


get 


there, 


get 
19 


there. 


No.  16.   Don't  Say  it  is  None  of  Your  Business. 

G.      C.  G.  E.  Chambers. 

cm-{^ — N — K 


^  -8:; 


1.  Is      it     none      of      your    busi  -  ness,     my     broth  -  er, 

2.  Is      it     none      of     your    busi  -  ness,     my     broth  -  er, 

3.  Is      it     none      of      your    busi  -  ness,     my     broth  -  er, 


A— 


That 
That 
That 


I 


— # — ^ —  ^ — — 0 — a  ,  d 


men    are    tempted     by    drink?       That  they  trav  -  el    with    stag  -  ger  -  ing 
drink    is     killing    the    boy?       While  the  moth- er       in    pain    and  in 
wrong  by     day  and    by     night,         Is     a-broad     in     the    state  and  the 


I 


-J: 


-0  0  0- 


foot-steps,  The    path  -  way  to 

an  -  guish,  Is    robbed    of  her 

na  -  tion,  And    seek  -  ing  to 


peace 
crush 


-a  L^.-  ,  0  g  J 


in's  brink? 
and  joy? 
the  right? 


For  this 
Do  you 
Is  your 


1=* — 


we 


foe 

think  you 
boy  of 


are  fight  -  ing, 
es  -  cape  con 
no        val    -  ue. 


-4 
-It 


-0-T 

my     broth  -  er, 
dem  -   na    ~  tion, 
my     broth  -  er? 


^  1 


Brings 
By 

Does 

-0^  0^ 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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Don*t  Say  it  Is  None  of  Your  Business. 


sor  -  row    and     crime,  you  know;    Robbing  manhood  of  strength  and  of 

say  -  ing    you're  not  to  blame,  While  you  nev  -  er,  by    word  or  by 

conscience  have    naught  to  say?       Will  you  give    us  your    aid    and  your 

^  ^  f::' 


_J  C  #_ 


1^: 


t: 


rea 
ac 
bal 


son, 
tion, 
lot. 


And       fill  -    ing        the       cup        of  woe. 
Have    tried       to  de  -  stroy       this  shame? 

This     mon  -  ster        of      wrong       to  slay? 


For  you  are  your    broth  -  er's     Keeper;         Be  true    to  your  trust,  I  pray 

s   K  ^  ^ 
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No.  17.  Can  You  do  it  Without  Sin? 

•'It  never  can  be  legalized  without  sin." — M.  E.  Disciplinb. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  WILLIAMS. 


1.  Can 

2.  Can 

3.  Can 

4.  Can 

5.  Can 

6.  Can 

7.  Can 


you  vote  for 
you  vote  for 
you  vote  for 
you  vote  for 
you  vote  for 
you  vote  for 
you  wait  yet 


t- 


license,  brother, 
parties,  brother, 
platforms,  brother, 
leg  -  is  -  la  -  tion 
leg  -  is  -  la  -  tors 
reg  -  u  -  la  -  tion, 
lon-ger  brother, 


And  maintain  your  conscience  clean? 

That  will  le  -  gal-ize  this  curse? 
Which,  the    liq  -  uor  vote    to  win, 

That  will  please  the  liq  -  uor  men  ? 
Ruled    by    whiskey,  beer  and  gin, 

Just  to  keep  your  par  -  ty  in  ? 
Does    not  conscience  speak  within  ? 


m 


Stand    opposed  to  Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion  ? 
Li  -  cense    it    or    tax    it,  broth-er. 
Fa  -  vor  ei-ther    tax   or     li  -  cense, 
Will     old  par-ties  give  you  oth  -  er? 
Norn  -  in  -  a-ted    by    rum    par  -  ties, 
Will    your  God  approve  your    bal  -  lot  ? 
Will    you  vote  once  more  for    liq  -  uor? 

-(5?-  •« 


Can  you  do  it  with  -  out  sin? 
Who  can  tell  which  is      the  worse? 

Can  you  do  it  M^th  -  out 

Can  you  do  it  with  -  out 

Can  you  do  it  with  -  out 

Can  you  do  it  with  -  out 

Can  you  do  it  with  -  out 

*    ♦       ■      I  1 


smi* 
sin? 
sin? 
sin? 
sin? 


i 


It    nev-er  can         by  li  -  censed.  It    can't  be  taxed, 

It   nev-er  can  be  le  -gal-ized  without  sin,  It    nev-er  can  be  le-gal-ized  without 


It 

sin, It 


nev-er  can  be     le        -        gal  -  ized  with  -  out 

nev-er    can  be     le  -  gal-ized,    nev  -  er    can  be     le  -  gal-ized. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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No.  18.         Can  a  Boy  Forget  his  Mother. 


Dedicated  to  my  friend  Mrs.  R.  G.  Chandler,  Coldwater,  Mich. 

Word  and  Music  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Weber,  By  per. 


1.  Can  a  boy  for  -  get  his  moth  -  er's  pray'r,When  he  has  wandered,  God  knows 

2.  Can  a  boy  for  -  get  his  moth  -  er's  face,  Whose  heart  was  kind  and  filled  with 

3.  Can  a  boy  for  -  get  his  moth  -  er's  door.  From  which  he  wandered  years  be  - 

4.  Can  a  boy  for  -  get  that  she      is  dead,  Tho'  man  -  y  years  have  passed  and 


where  ?  It's  down  the  path    of  death  and  shame  But  mother's  pray'rs  are  heard  the  same ! 
grace?  Her  lov  -  ing  voice     it     echoes  sweet;  She  M^aits,  she  longs  her  boy  to  meet! 
fore?  With  tears  and  sighs  she  said,"Good-bye,Meet  me,  my  boy,    be-yond  the  sky!" 
fled?Those  tears,that  pray'r,that  sweet  "Good-bye; "She  waits  to  welcome  thee  on  high! 


Come  back,  my  boy,  come  back     I    say,     And  trav  -  el    in       thy  moth  -  er's 

I  5_  ^  h^^i  5' — — r=P  g— qi   5_ 


— * 

k  

way !  Come  back,my  boy,  come  back  I    say.  And  trav  -  el     in    thy  mother's  way ! 

Copyright,  1889,  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Weber, 
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No.  19.     The  "Practical"  Temperance  Man. 

Words  by  Rev.  T.  C.  Johnson.   Music  by  W.  A.  WILLIAMS. 


*T  i 


1.  Oh  the  "prac-ti  -  caP'  tem-per  -ance  man 

2.  He  will  vote    ev-  'ry    time  with  his  clan, 

3.  He's  a    won-der-  ful,  won-  der-  ful  plan 

4.  Since    ev  -  er    our  coun-  try  be  -  gan, 

5.  The    vote     of   us  cranks  he  will  scan, 


Is  a    ver  -  y  queer  sort  of  a 

Though  the  rummies  are  all    in  the 

For    put  -  ing  rum  un-  der  the 

Dis  -  cov  -  er    his    like  if  you 

And    call      it     a  "flash  in  the 
^    ^  _ 
tr- 


man.    To    kill      the  sa 

van;  He'll  whoop  up  his 

ban.  He'll  vote       for  a 

can !  He'll  pray     for  the 

pan".  He'll  cud  -  gel  us 


loon,    He    will      li  - 
par  -    ty    from  morn  • 
pro  -   hi  -    bi  -    to  - 
king  -  dom     of  heav 
fel  -  lows    for  wast 


cense  en  - 
ing  till 
ry  Stat 

•  en  to 
ing  our 


dorse,  And 

night,  And 

-  ute,  Then 

come,  And 
votes,  By 


choose  a    rum-  sel  -  ler   the  law     to     en-force,  x\  whis  -  key  platform     al-  ways 
shout    for  the    tar  -  iff  with  all       of   his  might,  And  "sympathize"    on  -    ly,  with 
vote     for    a  Judge  that's  a  whis  -  key     galoot,   And  for     an     at  -  tor  -  ney  that 
God's  ho  -  ly    will    on    the  earth    to    be  done,  And  still    he    will  vote     to    per  - 
leav-ing    the  flocks  of   the    fat    whis-key  goats,  And  casts  a  rum  bol  -  lot,    e  - 

^    -^t  ^ 

t=t:: 


:^zizt?zz:[:iz:tL 


mm 


Chorus. 


shaping  his  course.  This  "prac-ti  -  cal"  tem-per-ance 
temperance  and  right.  This  "prac-ti  -  cal"  tem-per-ance 
wont  pros  -e  -  cute,  This  "prac-ti  -  cal"  tem-per-ance 

pet  -  u  -  ate  rum.  This  "prac-ti  -  cal''  tem-per-ance 
lect-ing  the  bloats, — This  "prac-ti  -  cal"  tem-per-ance 


man. 
man. 

man.  \  Ha !  ha !  hi !  ha !  ha !  Just 
man. 
man. 


^  1/    U  U 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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The  "Practical"  Temperance  Man. 


look    at    this  prac  -  ti  -  cal,  ha  ! 


ha  !  ha !  ha !  This  prac  -  ti 


-  cal    man.  He's 


1/ 


lift  -    ing  him-self   by  the  straps  of  his  boots,  ha  !  ha !  ha !  ha  !  ha  !  ha !  ha  !ha  !  And 


0—0  0  1 

out      of  both  ends     of     his     can  -  non     he  shoots, 


-0  0-^- 


ha!  ha! 


ha!  ha! 


ha !  ha !  ha !  ha !  And  back  from  the  foe  like  a  crawfish  he  scoots,  this  "practical"  temperance  man. 

0-^0-0 


b  1^  U 


No.  20.        Oh,  how  sweet  at  Jesus'^feet. 

As  Sung  by  R.  S.  Robson.  G.  K.  A.    Used  by  per. 

t-  


1.  There's    a    rest  -  ing    place    t  know,  Where  life's  heal  -  ing  wa  -  ters  flow, 

2.  This      the  song    I     sing    each  day,    "He  has  wash'd  my  sin  a  -  way," 

3.  Sh«uld  the  tempt  -  er     try     his  pow'r,  He  has  grace    for  ev    -  'ry  hour : 

4.  When    my  work     on    earth    is  done,    And  the  crown    of  life  is  won, 


-0-~ 


-  1^  J 

— N 

1          N     ,^  , 

^, — r=^^^ 

 — N  K  1  

{  * 

1  p| — 

 j^— 

 a  5  ^  

-1     ;  - 

T  ^ — 

Through  a  rich  and  good  -  ly  land, 
And     he  keeps  me  whol  -  ly  clean, 

Well  sup-plied  are  all  my  needs,  He 
Then    a  -  mid    the  blood-wash'd  throng  Glad 


'Neath    the    shad  -    ow  of 
While       his    Spir  -    it  dwells 


my  foot  -  steps  gent  - 
I'll    sing     Re  -  demp- 


his  hand, 
with-  in. 
ly  leads, 
tion's  song. 


Chorus. 

—4  


O       how  sweet,  O 
P  s-^rt 


how  sweet.  Rest  -  ing 


at 


ray 


feel 


Sav  -  iour's  feet. 


PI 


i 


In 


rich  and    good  -  ly    land,       'Neath  the  shad  -  ow      of       his  hand. 


r=*=!- 

-#  0  fi  

/  1  ^  

£—  

■ 

? — E— i 

Copyright,  i886.  by  Toshua^Gill, 
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No.  21 


Christ  Is  All 


"Unto  you  therefore  which  believe  he  is  precious."— Pet.  11:7. 

W.  A.  Williams,  by  per. 

Eifeciive  as  a  Soprano  Solo,  Ad  lib. 


 S-v—  5— L#-f— S  f——-^         f-^  •  


mm 


1.  I     en  -  tered  once    a  home    of  care,   For  age    and  pen  -  u  -  ry  were 

2.  I    stood  be  -  side     a    dy  -  ing  bed,  Where  lay     a  child    with  ach  -  ing 

3.  I    saw    the    mar  -  tyr    at     the  stake.  The  flames  could  not    his  cour  -  age 

4.  I    saw    the    gos  -  pel  her  -  aid  go      To     Af  -  ric's  sand    and  Greenland's 

5.  I  dreamed  that  hoar-  y  time    had  fled.    And  eaith  and  sea    gave  up  their 

6.  Then  come  to  Christ,  oh  !  come    to  -  day,  The  Fa  -  ther,  Son,  and  Spi  -  rit 

 1*  — 


 ^ — #— 


I 

there,  Yet  peace 
head.  Wait  -  ing 
shake.  Nor  death 
snow,  To  save 
dead,  A  fire 
say;  The    Bride , 

r*3 


and  joy     with  -  al;     I    asked  the    lone  -  ly    moth  -  er 
for    Je  -    sus'     call     I  marked  his    smile,  'twas  sweet  as 
his  soul       ap  -  pall;     I  asked  him  whence  his  strength  was 
from  Sa  -  tan's  thrall:  Nor  home  nor   life       he  count  -  ed 

dissolved  this  ball;  I  saw  the  church's  ran  -  som'd 
repeats       the     call;  For  he     will  cleanse  vour  guilt  -  y 

....  iL-  t. 


 ij — n  5 — □ 


:r[zi_.j  -^^ —  K 

fc}2=S:z=:S=J:::=i:S: 


whence  Her  help -less  wid  -  ow-hood'3'de- fence,    She       told  me,  "Christ  was  all." 
May,    And  as     his    spir  -  it  passed    a  -  way,  He     whispered,  "Christ  is  all." 
giv'n.  He  look'd    tri-umph-ant  -  ly       to    heav'n,  And  an  -swered,"Christ  is 
dear.  Midst  wants  and  per  -  ils    owned  no    fear.  He        felt  that  "Christ  is 
throng,    I  heard    the  bur  -  den    of   their    song.  'Twas  "Christ  is    all  in 
stains,  His  love    will  sooth  your  wea  -  ry    pains.  For    "Christ  is    all  in 


all." 
all." 
all.^ 
all." 


Christ 
Christ 
Christ 
Christ 
Christ 
Christ 


all, 
all, 
all, 
ali, 
all, 
all. 


all  in 

all  in 

all  in 

all  in 

all  in 

all  in 


all, 
all, 
all, 
all, 
all, 
all, 


She 
He 
And 
He 


told       me,  "Christ  was  all. 
whispered^  "Christ  is 
answered,  "Christ  is 
felt     that,  "Christ  is 


'Twas  "Christ 
For  "Christ 


all 


No.  22. 


The  Cranks  of  To-Day. 


C.  M.  arranged  by  M.  H.  E. 


slower. 


M.  H.  Evans.   By  per. 


w  i  ^11/ 

1.  I'd  rath-er  be  dumb,  Yes,  rath-er  be  dumb,  And  al  -  ways  mum,  Yes  al-ways  mum.  Than 

2.  I'd  rath-er  be  blind,  Yes,  rath-er  be  blind.  And  oft-en  maligned,  Yes  often  maligned,  And 

3.  I'd  rath-er  be  frank, Yes,  rath-er  be  frank.  And  called  a  "crank,"  Yes,  called  a  "crank,"  Not 

4.  The  crank    is  bold.  Yes,  the  crank  is  bold.  Like  Daniel  of  old,   Yes,  Dan  -  iel  of  old, 

5.  No  wonder,  I  own.  Yes,  wonder,  I  own,  He  was  left     a-lone,  Yes,  left     a-lone,  Com- 

^        ^  ^        &    i'^  h  ^  1^ 


pfcE5EEEEE=r==F=x 


^-i-f^r^' — r — t  r  f — r — ^ — f       — ^ — t — ^  1/    — ^ — i — ■ 


pray    like  some,  "Thy  king- do m  come,"  Then  vote     for  rum.  Yes     vote       for  rum. 

speak   my  mind.  Than  be         be-hind.  Yes,    be        be  hind    An    age  of   this  kind, 
known  at  the  bank,  Than  stand  on   a  plank.  Both  rot-ten  and  ranlv,  Yes,  rot-ten    and  rank. 
When  put  into  hold<  The  li  -  ons,  we're  told.  Were  bad    -  ly  sold,  Yes,  bad    -     ly  sold, 
posed  as  is  known.  Like  cranks  full-grown  Of  grit  and  back-bone,  Yes,  grit  and  back-bone. 


Chorus. 
tempo. 


The  cranks  of  to-day  have  come  to  stay,  have  come  to  stay,  Yes,  come  to  stay;  The  cranks  of  to-day  have 


-» — • — 0 — 

• — 

1  |N 

^B-i-H*    ft  m 

1/       ^  1  ^ 

:t  3  ^  ^ 

-^^^  ft  n — i-: 
1?        ^  1  ^ 

— 0- 


it 


^  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^   -0-  -0- 

<K>me  to  stay;  To   vote   and  pray    In    the  self-same  way,   Till  they  turn  .   ,   ,    the  day. 


-0 — 0- 


-#  0- 


■0  p  


Note. — As  a  Male  Quartet,  1st  Tenor  sing  this  Alto  as  :ctave  higher  than  written. 
Copyright,  1887,  by  M.  H.  Evans. 
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No.  23. 


The  Tolling  Bells. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


1.  Oh,  hear  the  toll  -  ing    of    the    bells     Each  sin  -  gle    night  and  day! 

2.  Each  day  a  hun  -  dred  men    or    more,    A  -  mong  them  are    the  great, 

3.  And  so  the  work    of    death  goes    on  Throughout    our    sin  -  ful  race, 

^      ^  ^      ^  ^      ^      ^        ^     ^      ^      ^  . 


t — r — r 


mi 


A  sto  -  ry  sad  their  mu  -  sic  tells :  The  dead  are  borne  a  -  way. 
De-spair-ing  quit  this  earth  -  ly  shore  To  share  the  drunkard's  fate. 
And  when  this  throng  of    drunkard's  gone,    An  -  oth  -  er  takes  their  place. 


mm 


1^ 


 «  «  0  U.    1^0  0  0  i 


We  hear  its  sol  -  emn  dirge-like  tones  In  -  vit  -  ing  to  the  tomb, 
And  al  -  most  ev  -  'ry  song  we  sing,  A  ser  -  vice  at  the  most, 
They  are    the    boj^s    who  smile  and  play.   With  joy  your  hearts  they  fill. 


They're  min-gled  with    the    hope  -  less  moans   That  speak  the  drunkard's  doom. 
Marks  time     e  -  nough    for     bells    to    ring :     "An  -  oth  -  er     soul     is  lost." 
For  whom    the    bell     will    toll    some  day,    The    vie  -  tims    of     the  still. 


m 


Chorus.//  Very  Slow. 

=4  ' 


t — r — \ 


t — r 


EEEE 


1  


•0-  -•■   -0-  -0-  15^—  -Zh^-^ 


i 


Toll-ing!  toll-ing!  the  knell  of  a  soul!     Toll- ing!  toll-ing!  theknell  of  a  soul! 

-0-^    [       1^         ^  -0-  ■0-^    11-^  ^ 


-4: 


■0~^-f^ — 
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m 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Willlims. 
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No.  24. 


The  Drunkard's  Wife. 

Words  and  Music  by  C.  E.  Leslie.    By  per. 


^ — -N- — N  - 


1.  I    have  been       to    the  cit  -  y,  Where  the  kings  of  whis- key  dwell,  Where  they 

2.  Then  let   ev-'ry    man  and  woman,    In  this   building  here  to-night,  Come  and 


i 


live  in  marble  mansions,How  costly  none  can  tell;  And  I've  seen  in  that  same  cit  -  y,  The 
jcin  this  noble  ar-my,   Andbattle  for  the  right;  Donotfear  to  fight  the  demons  Who'd 

N 


3 


mis-er-y  and  woe  Of  the  drunkard's  wife  an  d  children,Bro't  down  in  grief  so  lo  w,That  they 
sell  men's  souls  for  gain,  And  then  rob  them  of  their  manhood,God  help  them  to  refrain. Butyou 


darenotgo  in  daylight  Up  -  on  the  public  street,For  they  have  not  decent  clothing.Nor  a 
cannot  save  a  drunkard  By  praying  for  his  soul,  Without  taking  from  before  his  face  The 


Copyright,  1882,  by  C.  E.  Leslie. 
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The  Drunkard's  Wife. 

 K  1 


shoe  up  -  on  their  feet,  But  in  their  homes  in  hov  -  els,  Where  these 
damn-ing  tempt-ing  bowl,    Then  let's  fight  like  men    and    wom-en,    All  should 


1^  ♦ 


It. 


liiii 


-N- 


m 


lone-ly  beings  dwell,  All  their  mon-ey  taken  fromthem,By  the  men  who  whiskey  sell, 
bat- tie  for  theright.Till  we  drive  the  whiskey  sell-ers,  From  the  rays  of  God's  sunlight. 


-ar  . 


m 


i 


„  Chorus. 


■-V  


 ^ — I 


Hear  the  clink,     clink,      clink,     clink,       Clink- ing  of  the  glass-es,  As  they 


^  JFL 


Hear  the  clinking,  clinking,  clinking,  clinking,  Clink-ing  of   the  glass-es,    As  they 


drink, drink, drink  the  poison  dowTi, 

.  ♦  .  .  I 


While  their  wives  and  children  starve,For  the 


J — i — J — * — t 


Yes, drink  it  down, 


Repeat  ff. 


3 


bread     they  should  earn,  Still  they  drink,  drink,  drink  the    poi  -  son  down 


1 


1 
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No.  25. 


Weak  Back-bone. 


Weak-back  Temperance  Man:— What  will  you  do  with  the  products  of  your  vast  estatee  if  the  dictilleries 

and  breweries  are  abolished? 
Temperance  Woma7i:—V\\  make  it  into  paste  to  rub  on  the  spines  of  weak-bacbed  temperance  men  like  you. 
J.  G.  D.  J.  G.  Dailey,  by  per. 




_=^_L  -— -^ — H  s  N-f— Hs  ^ 


1.  When  asked 


bout  the  crop,    if     the    whis  -  ky    mills  should  stop,  She 

2.  You're  a     temp'ranceman,  you    say,    but      on      e  -  lec  -  tion  day  You 

3.  Oa  e  -  lec  -  tion  day,   in  Maine,    if    your    lead  -  er,  Jim  -  mie  Blaine,  Had 

4.  There's  a  deacon      o  -  ver  *there,  and    he   makes  the    long  -  est  prayer,  And 


*— TT — — 


I  5 

an  -  swered 


with 


dodge    a  -  round 
rubbed  up    -  on 
for       the  world 


a  mer    -    ry  laugh 

the  cor   -   ner,  and 

his  spine        a  quart 

you'd  think —    he  could 


ing  tone, 
you  whine; 
or   more ; 
a  -  tone, 
I 


— ;-i — -SH 

Oh,  it 
Oh,  I 
He'd  have 
But 


can  -  not 
fixed  the 
when  he 


go  to  waste 
vote  that  way, 
mat  -  ter  there 
comes    to  vote, 


for  I'd 
'cause  "I'll 
for  the 
his 


make  it 
throw  my 
pres   -  i 
prayers  go 


m 
vote 
den 
up 


to  paste, 
a  -  way," 
tial  chair, 
the    t  spout 


To  stif  -  fen  up 

You       need      a  lit  - 

We'd  have  seat  -  ed  him 
'Cause  he  needs     a  lit 


you    temp'rance      men's  weak    back  -  bone, 

tie  paste     up   -   on    your  dear      old  spine, 

in  Wash  -  ing  -  ton     in  eigh  -  ty  -  four, 

tie     paste     up   -   on     his  weak  back-bone. 


✓ — K  r 


£^     :^  ^  ^ 

Point  at  some  one  in  crowd.      t  Point  down. 

Copyright,  1889,  by  J.  G.  Dailey,  Brockwayville,  Pa. 
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Weak  Back-bone. 


Chorus. 


 N, 
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Yes,  we're  bound 

to 

rub 

it 

in,  no 

mat  -  ter 

how 

YOU 

grin, 

No 

— #- 

 0 — 
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If      you    had      a        lit  -   tie     paste     up    -   on    your  weak    back  -  bone. 


*.           A  J»- 

#           ^      L   «   #  #  

5     5     1^      <  ^ 

✓      ✓  ✓ 

^        ^  1/ 

No.  26.  Courage,  Brother  I 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


1.  Men  are  thinking!  men     arepray-ing!  For  pro  -  tec-tion  to    their  homes. 

2.  God    is  mov-ing!  light     isbreak-ing!  Hail  the  dawning  of      the  day! 

3.  Courage,  broth-er !  we're    triumphant!  God  will  win  the  vie  -  to   -  ry. 

4.  Sound  the  toe -sin  for     the    bat-tie;  Oh,  for  val-iant  vol  -  un  -  teers! 

5.  SufTring  chil-dren,  sorr'wing  mothers !  They  are  pray  -  in  g  for    that  day; 


Hot  and  rest-less,  they  are  wait-ing,     Wait-ing    till'  de  -  liv  -  'ranee  comes. 

Ma  -  ny  thousands  now  are  coming ;     They  will  join  us     in       the  fray. 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  I  God  is    with  us !     From  the  curse  we  shall      be  free. 

Pro  -  hi  -  bi-tion !  may  God  speed  thee.  Greet  it  with  a    thou  -  sand  cheers. 

And  the  an  -  gels,  high  in    heav-en,     Bow  and  lis  -  ten  while  they  pray. 


i 


p  Chorus. 


t- 


Come    and  help  us 


kill    the  mon-ster,     Save     our      glo  -  rious  land; 


 w  0  0  ^  0  0  « 


Oh,  you  Christians,    God  will  bless  you,Come  and  join  the  Pro-hi  -  bi  -  tion  band. 


«.  £  *  ♦ 

_L__  0  0-  - 

^  1/ 
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r 
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No.  27. 

Mrs.  Harriet  Jones 
Andante. 


Nothing  but  Clay 


D.  B.  TOWNEB. 


— 

1.  My  own  darling  boy,       1     so     ten  -  der-ly  loved,     So      si -lent  and  cold 

2.  Thine  eyes  were  as  bright    as    the    stars  of   the  night,    Thy  forehead  as  pure 

3.  Thy  ways  were  so  man  -  ly,   thy  smile  so    se  -  rene,    Thy    love  for  dear  moth  - 

4.  My  heart  is  jiow  bro  -  ken,  no    whisper    of   peace,    Is  breathed  in  my  ear 


in  the    cof-fin    to-day.    With  anguish  that  on   -  ly     a    moth-er    can  know, 

as  the  new  -  fal  -  len  snow,  Thy  form  stood  e  -  rect,     and  thy  acts  bro't  re-spect, 

er  so    ten-der  and  true.  There,  sure-ly,     I  thought,  is     no    oth-er     re  -  treat 

on  this  sor  -  row-ful  day.    The  work    of    the  tempt  -  er    is    full  and  com-plete, 


ad  lib. 


Chorus. 


I   leave  my  last  kiss     on  thy  fore-head  ot  clay. 
Un-til  thro' the  tempt-er  came  vice, shame  and  woe. 
Contains  such  a    mod  -  el,  my  darling,    as  you. 
Dear  child  of  my  hope,  thou  art  nothing  but  clay. 


-  -  -    ^  -Si- , 

Oh,  my  boy,    oh,  my  boy, 


^    ^  r 

they  enticed  thee   a  -  way,  They  led  thy  young  feet  far  as  -  tray.  They  held  to  thy 


\ — 1—4- 


i 


ad  lib. 


beau  -  ti  -  ful   lips    the    cup,    And  my  dar  -  ling    is    noth  -  ing    but  clay 


Copyright,  1883,  by  H.  L.  Benham  &  Co.   From  Temperance  EvANaEL, 


No.  28.  Tekel. 

As  Sung:  by  the  Silvei-  Lake  Quartette. 


Dan.  v.,  revised  to  date.  Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


( And  it     came     to  pass      in  the  days    of   Har  -  ri  -  son,    And  it 

\  And  the    guests  came      in  from  the  na  -  tions  of      the  earth,  And  the 

r  And  the     Pres  -  i    -  dent  and  the  princ  -  es    of      the  state.  And  the 

\  And  they  quaffed  the  wine  with  a  rel  -  ish    ver  -  y    great,  And  they 


came      to  pass 
guests  came  in 
Pres   -    i    -  dent 
quaffed  the  wine 


in  the  days    of    Har  -  ri  -  son,  And     it      came  to 

from  the  na  -  tions  of     tlie  earth,  And   the    guests  came 

and  the  princ  -  es     of    the  state,  And  the    Pres   -    i  - 

Avith  a  rel  -  ish  ver  -  y  great,  And  they  quaffed  the 


111 




_«  


pass  in  the  days    of   Har  -  ri  -  son,    Tliat    he  made 

in  from  the  na  -  tions  of     the  earth,  Great- est  and 

dent  and  the  princ  -  es    of     the  state,  All     sat  down 

Avine  Avith  a  rel  -  ish    ver  -  y    great,  Quaffed  the  el 

C  «_JL_«_P_,*_iL__S  P-^~#3i  ^  A  _ 


feast.  ) 
least.  ( 


the 

to  dine, 
der's  wine 


I 


J,  UHO 


Chorus,  mp 
H  


:1  1: 


i  I 

Te  -  kel,  te  -  kol,  te 




kel,  te 


kel,  Thou   art   Aveighed ! 

te  -  kel,    te  -  kel,  te  -  kel,  te  -  kel, 
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Tekel. 


^^^^ 

4  u — 1    -\          4  1  1  J  .   « 

—0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 —  i — 0 — 

Te  -  kel, 

■■          -       >     -  0       S       S        0        #          ^  ' 

I 

te  -  kel,  te  -  kel,  te  -  kel,  Thou  art  weighed!  Thy 
te  -  ktl,     te  -  kel,  te  -  kel,  te  -  kel, 

S       S       \       S  m 
it        0        S        €        0        p                    0            0        tt  .     0  .     0        0        0  ^ 

•     «      i      0    \  0     0-     0     ^     ^  0    ^   W  - 

 ..  ^  y  \y  —  ■/  y  >/  ^  ;  

mf 


kin  or  -  dom 


di 


ed,    Thv    king- dom  is 


di 


vid  -  ed,  Thy 


king  -  dom      is        di  -  yid    -    ed.      And     giv  -  en       to       the  cranks 

^  ^  4t-  4L  A.  JLJE.^  M.  ^  ^ 


3  And  they  praised  the  gods  of  pig  iron,  wool,  and  tin, 

Wine  five  kinds  they  drank  ; 
^Vhich  was  just  four  more  than  Eelshazzar  in  his  sin. 

Nor  was  he  a  crank.  Cho. — Tekel,  tekel,  etc. 

4  Whei>  the  whiskey  came  from  Carnegie  o'er  the  sea, 

Did  this  good  man  say, 
"  Old  Kentucky  Bourbon  is  good  enough  for  me"  ? 

Nay,  I  tell  you,  nay.  Cho. — Tekel,  tekel,  etc. 

5  But  he  struck  protection  at  home  a  mighty  blow. 

Which  makes  our  heart  ache  ; 
For  although  'twas  given  in  Christian  love,  you  know, 

'Twas  of  foreign  make.  Cho. — Tekel,  tekel,  etc 

6  AVhen  the  President  in  the  grand  procession  rode, 

Every  one  could  see, 
That  a  thousand  rumsellers  following  after  showed 

"Cordial  sympathy."  Cho.-— Tekel,  tekel,  etc. 
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No.  29. 


You  Never  Can  Do  It. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


1.  The  liq  -  uor  traf  -  fic,  who  will  suppress  it,  De-stroy    it    ut  -  ter  -  ly? 

2.  Re  -  pub  -  li  -  cans,  you  nev  -  er  can    do  it.  Not    e  -  ven  if    you    try  ; 

3.  Oh,  Dem  -  o  -  crats,  you  nev  -  er  will  try  it,  For  you  most  sure  -  ly  know 

4.  Oh,  come  with  us     and  we  will  despatch  it.  This  hor  -  rid  liq  -  our  tree ; 


Straight  Pro  -  hi  -  bi  - 
For  if  you  dont 
That  you'd  lie  un  - 
We'll  take  our  own 


it,  What  par 
it;  In  eith 


ty 

er 


shall  it 


tion,  who  will  pro-fess 

or    do  you  will  rue    it ;  m     eitn  -  er    case  you 
der,  don't  you  de  -  ny     it !  A      thou-sand  tons  of 
di  -  min  -  u  -  tive  hatch-et ;  Just  give  us    a  whack  and 


be? 
die. 
snow, 
see ! 


-m — 0 — I— •  

:t=:t=iz:tz=t: 


Chorus. 


$z:g:£E^==*=zi^ziz^^=ii=i^z=i!==:?=:iz=:i: 


Re  -  pub  -  li- cans,  you  nev -er    can  do    it.    Oh,  Dem  -  o-crats,  you  nev-er  can 

S  _  m       «  S-#--*--#--#--#--*-^ 


— I — m  ■ 


do   it,  And  if  jon  don    ov  do    you  will  rue    it.  We  guess  you'll  have  to  die. 

'    "    — — ?=tti — \^ — I  ■^^tf^ — la — ,> — \; — ^ — t^-trcizzp — pzzr itti — Jd 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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No.  30.  A  Mother's  Boy. 

Duet.— Sop.  &  Tenor  or  Alto.  Words  and  Music  by  C.  H.  Mead.   By  per. 

I     I      I      I      I     I      !      I      I     I      I      I  I       I     I      I  J 


1.  A  mother's  boy  has  wandered  far  From  home,and  hope  and  right ;  He  seeks  in  vain  a 

2.  Her  wand'ring  boy  was  free  from  stain,  When  first  he  left  her  side  ;  She  looked  for  his  re- 

3.  Oh,wand'ringboy,come  back  to-day, Let  sin  and  fol  -  ly  cease  ;  Come  back  to  mother's 


I  I 


..^^ — ^_ 


I  I 


-a — '  *  # —  0  0  0 — ' 


guiding  star.  He  sees  no  ray  of  light.  But  let  him  wan-der  where  he  will — One 
turn  a  -  gain,  Withjoy,  and  hope  and  pride.  But  down  the  path  of  sin  and  shame,  He 
arms,  I  pray.  To  home,  and  hope  and  peace.  Thy  mother's  God  Avill  par- don  give,  For 


I 


ritard. 


light  will  ev  -  er  burn  ;  'Tis  in  the  home  where  mother  still  Is  wait  -  ing  his  return, 
wanders  in  disgrace ;  Yet,mother's  love  is  still  the  same — She  longs  to  see  his  face, 
all    thy  years  of   sin  ;   He  bids  thee  look  to  Him  and  live,  He  waits  to  take  thee  in. 


tm 


Chorus. 


3 


She's    wait-ing,     she's    pray -ing;  Yes,  she's  wait- ing  and  she  pray -ing  now  for 


5 


-J — 4- 


#  d-T  >-T 


you ;  Come  back,  my   boy,    for  mother's     love    Is     ev  -  er     warm    and  true 

^      -0-  ■0-       -0-  ^      ^       ^     ^        \  1  1^ 


3 


r— 


Tenor  may  eing  small  notes  as  if  written  on  Tenor  staff. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  C.  H.  Mead. 
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The  Barnyard  Conference. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


:=-2~^ — ? 


Con  -  fer  -  ence,  In  some  old  coun  -  try  town  ; 
en  -  ter  -  tain  The  doubts  that  they  expressed, 


--^  


-#  0  p  5 

1.  There  once  was    held  a 

2.  Just  cause  had  they  to 

3.  The    poor    old    preachers    bear    the  blame  Of 


-if — ' — 0— — 


all    the    fowls  that  die, 


They  talked  the    righteous     caus  -  es     up,   They  talked  the    sin  -  ful  down; 
For    many     a     fowl  with  chopp'd  off   head.  Had    been  quite  nice  -  ly  dressed ; 
When    ev  -  'ry  -  bod  -  y,      just    the  same.   Is     fond     of     chick-en  pie; 


In       ev  -  'ry  house  they    had     the    best    Of      ev  -  'ry    thing    to     eat ; 
Each  preach-er    had    laid    by     in    store    As    much  as      he    could  hold ; 
And  when,  at     last,  they,  homeward  bound,  Were  whizzing    o'er     the    rail ; 


i   I   M  


 0  0 — i_i  0  0  a —  *  0  0 — t_J_!_l 

When  they    adjourned,  the    foAvls    all    met.  And    thus  each  oth  -  er    greet : — 
Each   bird,   yet   fear  -  ful      of     its    fate,     Its     own  mis  -  giv  -  ings  told: — 
A  -  bove    the    carwheels*  clatt'ring  sound.  They  heard  this    dis  -  tant  wail : — 


f         0        -»—o-~Y-»         •  m  ;*'""T"*  ^  ^  !  r~l  1 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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The  Barnyard  Conference. 


(^Imitate  croxviitg,  e^c)    „^  |y 
H  u  Chorus.  _J.  _^ 


Said  the  roostei-,"  Are  they  all  gone  yet?" 
Chonis  to  last  stanza  pp.    '-Doubtfuljdoubtful, "said  the gobbler,"Doubtful,doubtful,' 


^-ff — '- 


u  i  ^  ?    1/  >  1/  -•-^■•-•-^^ 


lit: 


1  Ci  t  »  t 

:t:=E^i:iii=F: 


*>Think  not,"quacked  the  duck,  ''Think  not,quack. quack, quack," 
said  the  gobbler,  "Better  git"'said  the  guinea,  "be 

{Use  falsetto.)     ^         N    ^         ^  ^ 

f   •  A.        Jf^  J9_    9^  JL  JL  -M, 


Said    the    roos  -  ter,  "Are  they  all 


=1 


i 


"Think        not,"  quacked  the  duck, 
quick!  be  quick!  be  quick!  better  git!  be  quick!  be  quick!"  "Git!"  said  the  guinea,  "be  quick!  be 

[quick!  be 

N    ,S    ,N    >    ,S    S    S    S    ,N    N    ,N    ,N  ,^    ^    ^    ^  ■^    1^  N     ,N  > 

I  '  1  I  t  ^        ^        i  I  I  I  1    ^  I  ^        fx  \        f  i  I  11 

A  Jl  A  JL  Ji_   «^  Jl  jL        JL  JL  JiLl       A.  JL  A.  JL  ^  A    ^  JL  JL 


gone. 


yet.-' 


I  ^  U 

"Doubtful,  doubt-iul,"  ^-aidthe gobbler, 


ril. 


"Think       not.  quack,  quack,  quack."  ^ 
quick  !Bettergit,be  quick!  be  quick!"  And  they    all     took  their  flight. 
,N    S     N    ,N    N      ,S    \  N 


>        >   ^     y   ✓   >  y 

•poubtful.doubtful,"said  the  gobbler. 
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No.  32.  The  Broken  Pinion. 

The  reformed  drunkard  can  never  be  what  he  might  have  been 


Anon. 


M.  H.  Evans. 


Not  too  fast. 


Alto.  _ 

1.  I       walked  in  the  woodland  meadows,  Where  sweet  the  thrush-es  sing,. 

2.  I  found  a  young  life  bro  -  ken,  By  sin's  se-duc  -  tive  art,... 
I          3.  But  the  bird  with  a  bro  -  ken  pin  -  ion,  Kept  an-oth  -  er   from  the  snare, 

I       Ten.  or  Sop.     ,       s   s   |    J  J      i        |  _s 


Quartet. 


And  found    on  a  bed     of  moss-es,       A.,    bird  with  a  bro  -  ken  wing. 
And  touched  with  a  Christ-like  pit  -  y,       I. . .    took    him     to       my     heart ; 
And  the  life     that    sin     had  stricken,  Raised  an-oth  -  er      from    de  -  spair ; 


-S>  • — *-r*: 


Smooihly.  '    ^  ^ 


old  sweet  strain, 


I    healed    its  wing,  and  each  morn- ing     It  sang 

He  lived  with  a  no  -  bier  pur-pose,  And  strug  -  gled  not  in  vain, 
Each  loss  has  its  own  com-pen-sa-tion.  There  are  healings  for  ev  -  'ry  pain. 


V- 


— 0- 


But  the  bird  with  the  bro 
But  the  life  that  sin 
But   the  bird  with  the  bro 


ken  pin  -  ion,      Nev-er  soared  as  high  a  -  gain, 

had  stricken,        Nev-er  soared  as  high  a  -  gain, 

ken  pin  -  ion,      Nev-er  soared  as  high  a  -  gain. 

M.       ^  .(2-    Jt  4t  .(2-  M.  .(2.  


I  I 

From  «*White  Ribbon  Vibrations,"  by  per.   Flora  H.  Cassel,  Hastings,  Neb, 
Copyright,  1890,  bv  Flora  H.  Cassel. 
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No.  33*  Keep  the  Ball  a  Rolling  I 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


1.  You'll  find  it    out  we'vecome  to    stay,    Un  -  til      the    fight    is  o'er, 

2.  We'll  preach,andteach,and  sing  and  pray,    As    long     as     we    have  breath, 

3.  And  at      the  polls,  you'll  find  us  there,  To     rep  -  re  -  sent    our  cause, 

4.  Your con-scienc-es    will  get     no     rest,  Un  -  til     you    vote      a  -  right; 

5.  We'll  ag  -  i  -  tate    and  nom  -  i  -  nate,  Un  -  til      we     gain    the  day. 


n 

H 



ft  • 

p-s  ^ 

_!  

J- 



1  I 

 1  #— L- ^  ^_L_2j^l_.^J 


We'll  ne'er  give  up,  un  -  til  sa  -  loons  Are  driv  -  en  from  our 
That  God  would  drive  the  curse  a  -  way,  And  save  our  land  from 
And  in  the  box  we'll  drop  our  prayer  For  Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion 
For  we  are  bound  to  do  our  best  To  hur  -  ry  up  the 
And  vile    sa  -  loons  an  -  ni  -  hi  -  late ;  You'll  find  us     here  to 


2?- 

shore. 

death. 

laws. 

fight. 

stay. 


:t: 


t Chorus. 
— X — N — K — — K — ^ — f» 
-T — |s — ^ — i  — 


t — 0- 


Ag-i-tate!  ag  -  i- tate!  keep  the  ball  a  roll-ing,  Ag- i- tate !  stir 'em  up  !  keep  the  ball  a 

9     9     9       »       ^-♦■^  -f^  'fL_JL     M-  Jt,  M.     ^  JL  ^  Jt. 


v-v- 


roUingjKeep  theballa  roll  -  ing,Keep  theballaroU 

^ff 


mg, 


k-^    K    <  K 


rolling 


F         ^  ]^ 

>   ^   ^  ^   >  1/ 

Keep  the  ball  a  roll  -  ing,  roll  -  ing,  roll-  ing,Keep  the  bail  a  rolling  on ! 
Keep  the  ball,keep  the  ball  a  roll-  ing,  whoop ! 


9    9    4  ^    9"^  ^^^.^  9  -i^-^-f-  f-  9  _ 


ing,  Keep  the  ball  a  roll  -  ing,  Keep  the  ball  a  rolling, 


Copyright,  1892.  bv  W.  A.  Williams, 
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No.  34.        We  Will  Work  For  Your  Boy. 

C.  H.  Mead.  Mead  &  Chambers. 


1.  We  will  work  to  save  from  ru  -  in  and  drink, The  boys,  great  and  small,  in  our  land; 

2.  We  willpray  for  strength,  and  labor  with  might,  And  seek,  day  and  night.for  the   lost ; 

3.  We  will  vote,  as  Avell,  to  ban-ish   the  snare,That  seeks  everywhere  to     de  -  stroy 


.L|>  >  u 


— # 


j  — ^  ^  S-r-1        .     -j  ^-r-^  ^ — N  — zr"CD~D  "3 

We  will  warn  them  all,  of    the  dan  -  ger  near,  And  lend  them  a  help-ing  hand. 

We  will  bring  them  back  to  the  path    of  right,  No  mat  -  ter  what  it     may  cost. 

We  will  la  -  bor  on,   ni    the  strength  of  God,   To    res-cne  and  save  the  boy. 


:  «    •  t 

p«  «_ 

— *— 

— • — 

— ,'  

0 

— #— 

— •  

T  " 

11 

We  would  rath-er  work  for  your  boy,  my  friend,Than  work  for  your  sil-ver    aud  gold; 


-Q-jt — s — -Krd  ^  — — ^  I — I  ""."^  — ^1-!^  — — -i^  — ^  1 — ,  — 

S^'-=^  :'='=i=;=:1  Bzi:i:^gzz:i=~Rz=::^=::^zii;=:^ 

^ — 0 — 0-0 — 0 — 0 — -«_*-p# — ^ — 1_— — *-p# — 0 — 0 — « — tf —  L^.^.^_ij 

v-K  L  ^  — — 0  g  a-JZ^  ^  ^ — ^  ,  5_L^^jj 

For  your  boy  will  live  in     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty.  But  your  mon-ey  will  crumble  and  mold. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams, 
.44 


No.  35. 


The  Good  Time  Coming. 

(COMING  RIGHT  ALONG.) 

Hutchinson  Family,  by  per. 


Moderato. 


mm 


the 


Be-hold 

2.  Al  -  read  -  y 

3.  And  all  the 


day 

in 

old 


of  prom  -  ise 
the  gold  -  en 
dis  -  til  -  ler 


comes,     Full       of     in  - 
east,  The  glo  -  rious  light 
ies  Shall  perish   and  burn 

 -N — K- 


-0- 

spi  -  ra  -  tion, 
is  dawn-ing, 
to  -  geth-er, 


The  bless  -  ed  day,  by  proph-ets  sung,For  the  heal  -  ing  of  the 
And  watchmen  from  the  moun-tain  tops  Can  see  the  bless  -  ed 
The  Brand-y,  Rum, and  Gin,  and  Beer,  And    all    such,  -what  -  so  ■ 


na-tions. 
morning, 
ev  -  er. 


Old    mid-night    er  -  rors    flee     a  -  Avay  ;  They  soon  will    all    be     gone ; 
O'er    all     the  land  their    voic  -  es    ring,  "While  yet  the  world  is  napping, 
The  world  be -gins     to      feel    the  fire,  And  e'en    the  poor    be  -  sot  -  ter, 


While  heav'nly  an  -  gels  seem  to  say,  '"The  good  time's  coming  on."  O  !  the 
Till  e'en  the  sluggardsbe  -  gin  to  spring,  As  they  hear  the  spirits  "rapping."  0  !  the 
To   save  him  -  self    from  burn- ing  up.    Jumps  in    the  cool  -  ing  water.  O  !  the 

^    Chorus.  Fast.         J        S    "  ^  N 


Good  time,  the  good  time,The  good  time's  coming  on.    The  good  time,  the  good  time,  The 


I    rail.  ,  Allegretto. 

— m  1  1  --a— V — N — ^ — N— N — '—\ — S — K — < — V — I  H  1  —ar 


good  time's  coming  on, 


Coming  right  along,  Coming  right  along,  ha !  ha !  ha ! 

M-   Jt.  JL  M.      ^    M.  M.  M.     M-  Jt. 

-#-h~r— r-t=p?=ziz:^z:fe=s=zr_t=t:=t:= 


^Le?tto.       Repeat  pp. 


-# — 0 — 0 — 0 — I'i- 

•0-     -0-     -0-  '  !✓  ✓ 

Coming  right  along,  Coming  right  along,Coming  right  along.Coming  right  a- long. 


No.  36. 


Solo — Alto  or  Bass. 


Somebody's  Boy. 

Words  and  Music  by  Mead  &  Chambers. 


:± 


3=5 


1] 


'7Sr 

1.  Out  in    the  Avovld,    a  -  way  from  all  light, 

2.  Wea-ry  and  sad,    with  care  on  her  face, 

3.  God  of    all  truth,    we  come  to  Thee  now, 


Out     in     the  pit  -   i  -  less 
Sits       a    poor  moth-er,  bowed 
Low     at     Thy  foot- stool  of 


:d: 


Storm  of   the  night;  Rea-son  dethroned  and  manhood  gone  wild, 
doAvn  with  dis  -  grace  ;  Long  has  she  watched  in    sor  -  row  and  pain,      Wea  -  ri  -  ly 
mer  -  cy    we    boAv ;  Grant  us  Thy  grace,  en  -  due  us  with  might,     Help  ns  to 


:b=::q=:: 


-•■  -7d- .  Ill 


:=}=: 


f  Duet. 


5 


hun- gry, debauched  and  de  -  filed, 
waiting,  but  wait-ing  in  vain, 
bring  back  the  wand'rer  to  light. 


Tempt- ed  by  drink  to  deep-est  de-spair, 
Pure  was  the  boy  who  went  from  her  side, 
Thou  who  didst  come  to    seek  and  to  save, 


1: 


From  Clarion  Call,  by  per. 

46 


Funk  &  Waonalls. 


Somebody's  Boy. 


dim. 


Le  -  gal-ly  ru-ined  in  spite  of  all  prayer; 
No  -  ble  and  man-ly,  her  joy  and  her  pride; 
Grant  us  Thy  wis-dom  we  ear-nest  -  ly  crave; 


Who  is 
Shame  on 
Gird  us 


z:Ezi|=ii=r: 

 !  1_. 





it  thus  be- 
the  State  that 
with  strength  this 


1,1    1  ^ 

 0 —  — 0 — 

reft  of  all  joy?  On  -  ly  a  drunkard — yet  Some-bod  -  y's  Boy. 
set  the  de  -  coy,  Tempting  and  ru  -  in  -  ing  Some-bod  -  y's  Boy. 
wrong  to     de  -  stroy,     Out    of      the    path-Avay    of     Some-bod  -  y's  Boy. 


Chorus. 

I  I 


ff. 


-9 — #- 


1-- 


Somebody's   Boy,   Fly    to  the  res  -  cue  of    Somebody's    Boy ! 

Jt.  ^  M.  ^ 


Yes,  Somebody's  Boy, 


-(5* — »— 

r 

-t— t  t: 

Stay  not  thy  steps,  but  has- ten  with  joy. 

Car  -  ry    the  Gos-pel  to  Somebody's 

Boy. 

•#--#-•#- 

 •  • 

U  1  1 

-1  \  V  - 

H  1  

 c  a 
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No.  37. 


Tenderly.  ^ 


Come,  Sinner,  to  Jesus. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
S        S        S      N        V  j  , 


1.  Come,  sin-ner, 

2.  Come,  sin-ner, 

3.  Come,  sin-ner. 


Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus 


oh,  hear 
for  there 
and  taste 


the   sweet  call ;  Come,  sin  -  ner,  and 
is     sweet  rest ;     In  com  -  ing  to 
of     His    love,  You'll  know  of  the 


-0— 
-0— 


wel  -  come,  there'; 
Je  -  sus,  your 
rap  -  tares  of 


mer 
soul 
heav 


cv 
will 
en 


for 
be 
a  - 


all. 
blest, 
bove. 


Come,  bringing 
The  clouds  of 
And     in  -  to 


your    bur  -  dens,  they'll 
your    sins    then  will 
your  mouth  He  will 


■{  T  1  1  #  T  ^  O-f  *  •  •  •  

>   1  ^  ^/  r  ^  y   I   y  y_  ^  ^  ^  y  


i 


■Hv— -is-,--\- 

— _ —  


— 0  0  0- 

 0  0- 

drop  at  the  cross.  Come,  bring  -  ing  your  sins,  He 
all  melt  a  -  way,  The  light  will  shine  in  you 
put    a    new  song ;  You'll  be  hap-py      in     Je  -  sus' 


-  N-p  -^  N  T 

FS — id — * — g — i 


will  burn  out 
as  bright  as 
love  all  the 


the  dross, 
the  day. 
day  long. 


N      S      N      S      V     _^  _^ 


Come,   Come,   Come,  sin-ner,  to 

Come,  sinner,  to  Jesus, Come,sinner, to  Jesus, Come. sinner,  to 


Je  -  sus  and  live. 
Je-sus,  and  live. 


 1  — V  w  m — »  ^—r  —  '  V  '  "  1  1 

— Z — /—Li^ — y — y — y — / — /_Lf_ — Z.—^^ — _  — ^- —  .y — _^  >—  y —   

S      S      N      N     _^  ^ 

 9  *  %~-%-\-9--rzw^A\ 


Come,   Come,   Come,  sin-ner,  to     Je  -  sus  and  live. 

Come,sinner, to  Je-sus,Come,sinner,to  Jesus,Come,sinner,    to    Je  -  sus  and  live. 


_  1 — ^ — — ^ — „ — ^ —  .  ,  ^  ^  ^ 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


No.  38. 


Who'll  Lend  a  Hand? 


Mead  &  Chambers. 


-0—0—^0  fi  ^  


1.  Who'll  lend  a  hand  to  de  -  liv  -  er  our  land,  Out  from  the  grip  of   a    ty-rant's  sway; 

2.  Who'll  dealtheblowthatshalllay  him  low,    And  break  thepower  of  his  i  -  ron  will, 

3.  Who'll  strike  him  do wn,  who  will  help  to  uncrown  This  licensed  king  in  his  shameless  reign  r 


5 


:t=± 


Whose  on-ly  creed  is  re-morse-less  greed.  For  boys  and  men  on    whom  he  can  prey? 
And  make  him  feel  the  re  -  lent-less  steel.    Of  those  who  strike  with  intent  to  kill? 
Brothers,  the  call  is    to    one    and  all,     To  strike  like  true  men     for     the  right. 


Chorus,  by  C.  H.  Mead. 


Who'll  lend  a  hand,in  the  work  of  the  Lord  ?  Who'll  stand  for  Right,and  who'll  wield  the  sword  i 

■0-    -0-   -0-        _     ■0-    -0-  -0-   -0-    •0-      -0-  -0- 

__  ^  ft—^—^- 


IT  -p_«_(S2  


-0  0  <5>— ' 


ti — 1^*= 


Who'll  sow  the  seed,  and  who'll  preach  the  word  r  Who'll  lend  ahand,lend  a   hand  * 

■0- 

-0  •  0  *— rTT  1^'.  TT- 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
49 


No.  39. 


The  Middle  of  the  King's  Highway. 

Words  and  Music  by  Silver  Lake  Quartette. 

■S  ,^  >  ,N 


Mm 


:d: 


1.  We've    en  -  tered 

2.  The      two  old 

3.  The      Dem  -  o  - 


  9  W  ^ 

in  this  fight,  For  God,  and  Home,  and  Right, 
par  -  ties,    long,    We've  begged  with  prayer  and  song, 


erats    say    Rum,  Re  -  pub 


cans  say  "Ahem,' 


And  witli  the  help  of  God  we  mean  to 
But  from  our  plea  they  both  have  turned  a 
And  with  our  prin-ci  -  pies  they  try  to 

N      s  -  - 


ii 


stay; 
way ; 
play ; 


1  

We 

Now 

We 


now  pro-pose  to  stand, 
as  they  take  no  heed, 
bid  them  both  a  -  dieu. 


3: 


1 


Withbal-lots    in  our  hand,  And  keep  a  -  long  the  mid-die    of    the  King's  highway. 

We  straightway  are   a- greed  To    keep  a  -  long  the  mid-die    of    the  King's  highway. 

With  hon- est  men  and  true,  We'll  keep  a -long  the  mid-die    of   the  King's  highway. 

S 

_      -9-     -o-     -e!f~      _  . 


_  -ff-      ^       _        _  N     «       m  m       m  <3 

-  ✓ —  h  1-,  «  » — '  >  V-  V- — — J 


Chorus,  by  J.  M.  Whyte,  by  permission. 

:t== 


*  Just 
Just 


keep  a  -  long  the    mid  -  die  of  the 

keep    a  -  long    the    mid  -  die     of    the  King's    high  -  way.  Just 


•Motion  with  the  hands,  as  if  directing. 

From  Prohibition  Bell8,  by  per.  Finnic  &  Wagnalls. 
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The  Mfddla  of  the  KIns's  Highway. 


King's  high.      -      -      way,  Just  keep  »- 

keep  a  -  long  the  mid- die    of    the  King's  high  -  way  ;  Don't  you    turn      to  the 


i 


m 


long  the  middle  of   the    King's  high     -     -    way,  Just 

right  of  the  King's  highway  ;  Don't  you  turn  to    the  left    of    the  King's  highway, 


t=\=x 


H — • 


 X  V—r  f-~ 


XT  w-i  =  — =  

keep               a  -  long        the  mid-die                    of  the  King's 

keep  a  -  long  the  mid- die,  just  keep   along  the  middle,  just  keep  a  -  long  the 

-     -     -     ^     Jt    JL    4L      4t.    ^  ^  ^  ^  m-  ^  ^     ^     ^  ^ 


^— ^— ^— ^— 
V — ^ — ^ — ^ — ^ — ^- 


rU. 


1 


They  call  us  cranks  and  fools, 
Because  we  won't  be  tools 
'*  jjgjp  tiiem  into  offices  that  pay ; 

liigli       -       -       way.  But  whether  fools  or  cranks, 

mid  -  die    of   theKing's  highway.  We  say  "Good  Bye"  with  thanks, 


I 


And  keep  along  the  middle  of  the  King's 
highway. 


No.  40. 


Perishing!  Perishing! 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


May  be  sung  as  Soprano  and  Alto  Duet. 


1.  Per  -  ish  -  ing!   per  -  ish  -  ing!      dy  -  ing     to  -  day; 

2.  Per  -  ish  -  ing !    per  -  ish  -  ing !    liear     the    wild  scream 


3.  Per  -  ish  -  ing!   per  -  ish  -  ing! 


ru 


so     vast ! 


Thousands  of 
Of       the  poor 
Fa  -  ther  of 


3i 


 *  0  _  L  !  «  0  '  1  :  0_ 


dear  ones    are      pass  -  ing      a  -  way. 
vie  -  tims  who     rush  down    the  stream, 
mer  -  cv,   how    long     will     it  last? 


Per  -  ish  -  ing!  per  -  ish  -  ing! 
Per  -  ish  -  ing!  per  -  ish  -  ing! 
Per  -  ish  -  ing!    per  -  ish  -  ing! 


o  -  ver  the  brink,  Rush- ing  they  go,  wretch-ed  vie  -  tims  of  drink, 
throw  them  the  rope,  Speak  to  them,  say  to  them,  "Yet  there  is  hope.' 
mul  -  ti  -  tudes  cry;      Oh,  shall    we    leave  them    to    per  -  ish    and  die? 


Down  in    the    dark-ness    and  blackness    of   night,    Far    from  the  re-gions  of 
Soon    the  dread  break-ers    will  come    in  -  to    view;    Soon  and  for  -  ev  -  er  we'll 
Hear    the  sad    dirg  -  es,     the  pit  -   i  -  ful  moans;  Moth-ers    be- wail- ing  the 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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Perishing  I  PerisliingI 


-0  4- — 0 — 0  0  0  0 — U5~ — 5 — 5  5  0- 


glo  -  ry  and  light.    Driv  -  ing  all    hope  from  the  sor  -  row-ing    moth  -  er, 
bid  them  a  -  dieu.    Fa  -  ther  and  moth  -  er    dear  nev  -  er  will  greet  them, 
death  of  their  sons.    Stop    the    vile    busi-ness!  oh,    li  -  cense  it     nev  -  er ; 


I  Cl^. 


35 


Bring-ing  dis-grace  to  both  sis  -  ter    and  broth-er.  Per  -  ish  -  ing!  per  -  ish-ing! 

In  yon  bright  heaven  they  nev  -  er  vv^ill  meet  them.  Per  -  ish  -  ing!  per  -  ish-ing! 
Close  the    sa-loonsnow,  and  close  them  for  -  ev  -  er.  Per  -  ish  -  ing!  per  -  ish-ing! 


thou  -  sands  of  boys.  Tempt -ed  and  wrecked  in  the  li  -  censed  de  -  coys, 
has  -  ten  -  ing  on;  Noiv  you  may  save  them,  to  -  mor- row  they're  gone, 
soon    they  will    go      Down     to     the    dark-ness     of    in  -  fin  -  ite  woe. 


%   $  ft — ft  ^ 

/  >  y  1  

 0  1  JJ 

No.  41 


Cover  Them  Over. 


FOR  MEMORIAL  DAY. 


Tune.— "Perishing !  Perishing  !" 
1  Cover  them  over  with  beautiful  flowers, 
Deck  them  with  garlands,  those  brothers  of 
ours. 

Lying  so  silent  by  night  and  by  day. 
Sleeping  the  years  of  their  manhood  away, 
Years  they  had  marked  for  the  joys  of  the 
brave. 

Years  they  must  waste  in  the  sloth  of  the 
grave ; 

Cover  them  over,  yes,  cover  them  over, 
Parents  and  brother,  and  husband  and  lover, 
Shrine  in  your  hearts  these  dead  heroes  of 
ours, 

And  cover  them  over  with  beautiful  flowers. 
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Cover  the  faces  that  motionless  lie, 
Shut  from  the  blue  of  the  glorious  sky  ; 
Lips  that  are  silent  and  bosoms  all  cold. 
Hearts  tried  and  true,  resting  now  in  the 
mould. 

Give  them  the  chaplets  they  won  in  the 
strife. 

Give  them  the  garlands  they  lost  with  their 
life; 

Cover  them  over,  yes,  cover  them  over. 
Parents  and  brother,  and  husband  and  lover. 
Shrine  in  your  hearts  these  dead  heroes  of 
ours. 

And  cover  them  over  with  beautiful  flowers. 
Will  Carleton. 


No.  42, 


The  Dead  Line. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  WrLLUnm. 

-!  1  -U 


1.  Soon 

2.  Ma 

3.  All 


they'll  reach  the 
ny  crossed  the 
that  passed  the 


dead 
dead 
dead 


line, 
line, 
line, 


They 
In 
Hu 

N 


are       al    -    most  there; 
the     days      gone  by, 
man  wrecks,    each  one 


i 


Hope  is 
Spent  a 
Was  a 


al 
wast 
pure 


I 

most 
-  ed 
bright 
 0 — 


dead;  They  are  near  de  -  spaii-. 
life.  And  lay  down  to  die; 
boy.       Some     fond     moth   -  er's  son; 


M-^  1  1  1  Nr  1 

—  M  ^  4~  

   '  — ^ 

✓  ✓ 

Can  you 
In  a 
Just  a 

«           «           #           S  »  S 

tell         me,       friend.       If  that 
Christ  -  less       grave,       With  -  out 
lit     -     tie          sip         Of  the 
f-             ^0-            -0-  ^ 

boy         of  thine, 
hope       con    -  sign 
home  -  made     wine, — 

 #  #  »  #--!-  «#  

S-==S       i — 1 

:^=h-=t  b  

-4- 

 1 

— « — 

 m — 

 a|  

A  : 

 1 — 

 #  

— ^ — 

\  Will 

ev 

-  er 

be 

found 

Be     -  - 

yond 

the 

dead 

I 

line? 

The 

bod 

-  ies 

of 

those 

Who 

crossed 

the 

dead 

line. 

I        The        start     that      at       last,       Swept  him     past      the      dead  line. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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The  Dead  Line. 


Chorus. 


1^ 

 1 

 N — 
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Down 

,  down 

down, 

they 

are 

go  . 

go 

ing 

 # — 

down, 

r          1            r          I  1 

# 

-L- 

 # — 

 #  

 • — 

m 

— #  

:               1               .J             ,  1 

',           i           1  ■          ,    ■  J 
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1. 
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i— 
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— # — 
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Soon,  they'll  reach 

the  dead 

line, 

Soon 

they'll  reach 

the 

dead 
 1  

line ; 

r 

-\  s- 

- — 

— h 

r 

— 

— # — 

1          •       .          1  1 

m 

 c  

— '/ — 

— t 

— ^  ^ 

 j  

wrr^ — *  •  *  •  •  

1^-  #  0  0  0  0  

Down,     down,     down,       they  are 

■0-               ■0-               -^^                -0-  •0- 

 «  0  0  «  ^  

— 0  0  0  0  5  

go    -    ing,       go    -    ing  down, 

■0-      -0-      ih      •0-  -0- 

'^-:r-t   1 — ,  ,  h—     h  -t- — 

-k — — * — — 

-^-T — ^- 


Soon  they'll  reach    the     dead      line,    Soon    they'll  reach    the    dead  line. 


4  Soon  will  reach  the  dead  line, 

Many  thousand  boys, 
Who,  with  shining  curls. 

Are  their  home's  bright  joys. 
Their  dear  forms  to-day, 

In  your  arms  entwine, 
Some  day  they  may  be 

Swept  beyond  the  dead  line. 

6  They  have  crossed  the  dead  line, 
A  great  stagg'ring  throng. 
They  are  dead  to  calls, 
Dead  to  prayer  and  song, 


V  f 


They  are  rushing  fast 
Down  the  steep  decline, 

And  swifter  they  go, 

Since  they  crossed  the  dead  line. 

6  Oh,  beware  the  dead  line, 

My  dear  thoughtless  friend ; 
Though  the  way  seem  right, 

Yet  is  death  the  end. 
There's  no  power  can  save 

You  but  power  divine  ; 
Oh,  trust  in  that  power. 

Ere  you  cross  the  dead  line. 


h6 


No.  43. 


Levi. 

Words  and  Music  by  Mead  &  Chambers, 


1.  Have  you  heard 

2.  And  this  new 

3.  Have  we  come 


-* —  '—-p  * — -r- 

the   news  from  Wash-ing  -  ton, 

ho  -  tel,  in  Wash-ing  -  ton 

to     this  in  Wash-ing  -  ton, 
I  I 


— ^ — :;r 

Of   that  el  -   e  -  gant 
Is    de  -  cid  -  ed  -  ly 
That  the  Vice  Pres  -  i  - 


S        N        ^        h,  1 

^    •    »  - 

IT      ^  * 

new  ho  -  tel?     They  call     the    name  of    the  thing  the  Shore-ham,  They 
French,  you  know ;  They  call     the     bar     a      buf  -  f^t,      a      dai  -  sy,  They 
dent  sells    rum?  'Tis  true,     a   -   las,   and    we  blush    to     tell     it,  That 


I* 


.  K-p-K — ^ — s- 


take  young  men,  with  liq-uor  they  floor 'em.  And  then  up 
make  young  men  both  drunken  and  era- zy.  They  glad  -  ly 
he    should     say,  "By  prox- y    I    sell    it,  For  thus  my 


0-^ 


stairs  in  the 
wel-come  the 
wal  -  let,  I 


^  ^  g  •  '  1  ±—0  0  0  0  ^0  0ZZJ—0-!—0  J 

rooms  they  store  'em,    'Tis  some- thing    quite      to   -   ny      and  swell, 
rich     and      la  -  zy,     Down  there  in      that      buf  -  fet       be  -  low. 
fill      and    swell   it,     While  I       and      my       par  -  ty    keep  mum." 


Copyright,  1890,  by  C.  H.  Mead  &  R.  E.  Hudson. 
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Chobus. 


Levi. 


— 


~i  ^- 


•And    'twas    built      by  Mor-ton!" 


"Not     Le   -  vi ! 


'Yes,  Le  -  vi!' 
*1 


m 


"Oh,    no !' 


-4-- 


'Oh,    yes,"  say 


Oh,    Le  -  vi! 
s 


Le  -  vi! 


-H^l  #  0- 


is 


"What  made  you 


12 


I.e 





Le  -  vi!  You 


t=:t 


-0  #  


sure  -  ly    will    rue     it ;    For    deal  -  ing    out  Vice    may    help    pay  the 


e; 


1 


rent,     But   you    will      be    known     as       the    Vice  Pres 


-  dent. 
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^4. 

H.  Mead. 


Keep  Sweet. 


G  E.  CHAifftSfts. 


1.  While  wag  -  ing  the     bat  -  tie  for 

2.  The  clouds  may  hang  heav-y,  and 

3.  Do    bur-dens  press  sore  -  ly  ?  Just 


I 

Truth  and  the  Right,  Let    this  be 
dark  -  en    thy  sky,     No    mat  -ter, 
ask  Him  for  grace;  He'll  give  it, 


my 
and 


"      \ — — I- 


•• — • — • — ^ — i — ^^--t — « — • — 1—3 


mot  -  to,  "Keep  Sweet;"  Be     earn-est  and    ac-tive,  and  strong  in    the  fight, 

Broth-er,  "Keep  Sweet ; "  The  sun  will  break  thro'  in  "the  sweet  bye  and  bye,'* 

help  thee  "Keep  Sweet;"  Let  sun-shine  and  glad-ness  il  -   lu  -  mine  thy  face, 

•r—  M  m  »       m  m  m       m       m       m       M       »  m  si      7~"  TT 


t==t 


i 


And  do  not  for  -  get  to  "Keep  Sweet." 
And  cheer  -  i  -  ly  help  thee"Keep  Sweet." 
'Twill  help  some  one  else  to  "Keep  Sweet." 


The    foe  that  we're  fighting  will 
Thy  foes  may  be    ma  -  ny  thy 
Do    troubles    op-press  thee,  let 


\ — 

— 0 — 0 

threat-en    and    rave,    Will    call  you    a    fool,  or     a    crank,  or  a  knave; 

foes    may    be  strong;    A  -  round  thee  may  gath-er    the     le-gions  of  wrong; 

God     be     thy    stay;   'Tis      ea  -  sy     to  sigh^  but    'tis     bet  -  ter  to  pray; 

Copyright,  i888,  by  C,  H.  Mead. 


Keep  Sweet. 


But     do     not    get    ruf  -  fled,  be    hope-ful  and  brave;  Re-mem  -  ber    with - 
But  Right  shall  yet  triumph !  Ring  out     a  glad  song !  Be     true  and  be 
Thy    sun-shine    will  come,  in  His    own  bles-sed  way;   So     trust  -  ing  -  ly 


al      to  "Keep    Sweet.''  ^ 

joy  '  ful !  "Keep  Sweet."  >-Tho'  cross  -  -  es  we  meet, 
try      to  "Keep    Sweet."  j 


No    mat  -  ter  what  cross-es  what  cross-es    we  meet, 


Is 


We'll     try  to  "Keep  Sweet; " 


mi 


While  wield-iug  the  sword, 

t.  ti  a  f 


5=5: 


^    1/     i/    ^     1/  ■ 

Let     this  be    our  mot  -  to,  our  mot-  to,"Keep  Sweet," 


 K  -N  ^  1 

^-^-^5 — V- 

-fsH — i — -i — H 

Just 

trust     in     the  Lo 

^  It  M  

\j        .J  ^ 

i — 

rd,  And 
1 

0  #  
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do    not     for-get       to  "Keep 
~w  ^-  ^  ^  m  

-f  1 — r — — f  r 
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Sweet." 

No.  45. 


W'th  energy. 


Speed  thee,  Prohibition! 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  X.  WILLIAMS. 
The  three  Eras  :  1884— 1893-^1896.  '  " 


^-#-f:#-r— #— f  — #  #— P#- .  e  #— Ff- 


■1.  See!  see!  the  gleam  of  light  in  yonder  sky,     It     parts  the  dark  -ness  of  the  night. 

2.  The  world's  now  flooded  with  the  golden  rays  Of    heav-en's  bright  ascend-ing  sun. 

3.  All  hail  the  glowing  brightness  of  the  noon,  Which  streams  from  yonder  blazing  ball, 


p— p 


 -^'-Y— r— h  1  i/-^s^T^ 


The  glorious  day  is  com  -  ing   by    and    by    When    men  shall  see    and  vote  the  right. 
Porten-tous  of     the  glo  -  ry    of     the    day  When  the  bit  -  ter  stub-born  fight  is  won. 
The  hour  that  marks  the  death  of  the      sa-  loon,  Our    homes  are  saved,  our  boys  and  all ! 


m 


-h;  .  \-.  #  hP  P  1^- 


ii:z=;i=t:= 


Chorus,  if 


-0  T 


Speed  thee,  speed  thee,  Pro-  hi  -  bi  -  tion !  Has  -  ten    on  the  glo  -  rious  day, 


1^  1^ 

— >\- 

-•— 
-#— 

i 

When  from  Maine  to 

Cal-  i  -for- 

nia.  Vile 

sa-loons  are 

driv 

-en  far 

a  - 

way. 

#■  ♦ 

#- 

^ 

'«     P  '« 

^_ 

— » — 

— » — 

_t — 1 
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No.  46. 


Better  Fire  this  Gun. 

'It  can  never  be  legalized  without  sin." 


C.  H.  Mead. 


-^^ — 


Mead  &  Chambers. 


I, 

1.  When  the  Conference  met    in  Eighteen  eigh  -  ty -eight,  It  load- ed    up     a  great  big 

2.  And  the  traf-  fic  goes  on,  and  robs  us     of    our  boys.  While  in  the  cor-  ner  stands  that 

3.  The  Re-pub-li-  cans  and  the  Dem-  o-  crats    as  well,  Are  laugh-ing  at   that  load  -ed 

4.  There's  a  par  -  ty  on  hand, whose  leaders  brave  and  true,  Stand  ready  now  to    fire  that 


i^-i-izigzipl: 


♦  5 


13 


gun ;   It  said  the  liq-uor  traffic  is    a  crime  and  sin,  But  did   it    say  that  thing  for  fun  ? 
gun;  The  mothers  are  beseeching  us  to  stop  this  wrong,  But  somehow  they  don't  think  it's  fun. 
gun;  They  le-gal-ize  the  traffic,  while  they  think  that  you  Just  said  that  other  thing  for  fun. 
gun;  But,  if  you  did  not  mean  it  when  the  gun  goes  off,  You  may  get  liit,  but  not  in  fun. 


X 


r-r— r-r-^^-i^— \  -r- 


Chorus. 


Oh,    Bish-ops !    Oh,    preachers!  Were  you  on  -  ly  just     in    fun?     For,     if  you 


E3= 


meant  that  thing.  We  would  really  like  to  know,  Just  when  you  mean  to  fire  that  gun. 


^       ^  J 
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No.  47. 


Ad  lib.  as  a  Solo. 


Vote  the  Ticket  Straight. 

As  sung  by  the  Silver  Lake  Quartette. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


1.  There's    a  bat 


tie 


2.  Vote     for     God,    and    home,  and    right,  Do 

3.  None     but    good    men,  clean     and  pure, 

4.  All       are    men     the    ver    -  *  y  best, 


our    land,    Stub  -  born    fierce  and  great; 


not  hes  -  i  -  tate. 
Will  we  nom  -  in  -  ate, 
Ev    -    'ry     can    -   i  -  date. 


i 


It: 


f± 


i 


He  -  roes    want-   ed!  take    your  stand !  Vote 

Brave    men !  on        in  -  to       the     fight !  Vote 

Who     Avill    put     down  liq   -  uor    sure,  Vote 

St.     John,  Leon  -  ard,  and    the      rest.  Vote 


the  tick  -  et  straight, 

the  tick  -  et  straight, 

the  tick  -  et  straight, 

the  tick  -  et  straight. 


iili 


God 
Do 
Dems 
Half 


_  0  s  L^T- 


is  call  -  ing,   now's  the    hour,    Do      not  stand 

not  vote       for    men       a  -  lone.  Par  -  ty  rules 

and  Reps    won't  put       it    down,  Leave  them  to 

for  liq   -    uor !  what     a       sin !    Do      not     va  • 


—V- 


?  t- 

and    wait ; 
the  state; 
their    fate ; 
cil  -  late ; 


— ^    i  p  t?   1/    ^   r  ? 

Would    you  kill  the      liq   -  uor  power  ?  Vote  the 

Vote      for  prin  -    ci  -  pies     your  own,  Vote  the 

Ci    -  ty,  coun  -  try,    na  -    tion  town,  Vote  the 

Such      a  vote  will      nev    -   er    win.   Vote  the 

.0.'      .0.  4t.  ^  t- 


tick  -  et 

tick  -  et 

tick  -  et 

tick  -  et 


t: 


 \g  ^ 


straight, 
straight, 
straight, 
straight. 


-22:. 


When  sung  just  after  a  nomination,  the  names  of  the  nominees  may  be  substituted  for  «'St,  John, 
Leonard,"  in  tne  4th  stanza.  Make  local  hits  by  substituting  the  names  of  persons  present. 
Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Willlams. 
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Chorus. 
Vote 


Vote  the  Ticket  3trafffht. 
the  tick  -  et.  Vote 


I 


it  straight. 


— \-0  0. 


0-^ 


Vote  the  tick 


et,  vote     It     straight,  In     the    township,  coun  -  ty  state. 


I 


Don't 


you  scratch  it, 


— #_ 

Don't 


Vote 

-4- 


it  straight, 


fete 


'  ? 

you    scratch     it,    Don't    you    patch    it,  Vote    the  tick 
N        ,S  h 

-0  0  


■0-  -#-  ^       ^     ^  ^ 


tr- 


et  straight. 

1= 


No.  48. 


u  With  vigor. 


Make  it  Count. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 

rj   r, 


- T  


1.  Vote  the  ticket  ev-'ry  time,  Make  it  count, 
Make  the  sale  of  rum  a  crime, 

2.  Vote  the  ticket  through  and  through, 
Don't  aid  men  opposed  to  you, 

3.  Though  the  rummies  howl  and  cry, 
This  rum  traffic's  got  to  die, 

4.  These  are  days  of  flame  and  fire, 
Save  our  land  from  ruin  dire, 

5.  While  old  parties  favor  rum. 
Keep  the  fight  up,  make  it  hum, 

6.  Time  for  work  will  soon  be  past. 
Night  is  coming,  labor  fast. 


Make  it  count, 


Make  it  count. 


Make  it  count, 


Make  it  count.  Make  it  count. 


Talk  and  sing,  .  .  .  work  and  pray,  Make  it  count,  make  it  count,  make  it  count. 
Talk  and  sing  and  work  and  pray  And  don't  forget  to  vote  that  way, 


Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


No.  49. 


Cranks. 

Words  and  Music  by  Silver  Lake  Quartette. 


-5; 


If  6f 

1.  We  be  -  long     to    the    ar  -  my  of  cranks. 

2.  If   you   think  that    a  crank    is     N.  G,. 

3.  We  shall  turn    the    old  par  -  ties  both  out, 

4.  From  our  course  we  shall  ne'er  turn    a  -  side, 

5.  We  shall  turn    the  world  right,  by  and  by; 


^J*-^-7i  S  1-^  *  •  *  — S»  ^ 


And  we     owe  some  good 
Please  re  -  mem  -  ber  how 
Ere  our      la  -  bors  are 
Though  the  world  may   as  - 
And  'tis     bet  -  ter  to 


fel  -  low    our  thanks,    For     a  name  that  be  -  fits      us  pre  -  cise  -  ly ;  We 

oft  -  en  you  see  Might  -  y  force  from  so  fee  -  ble  in  -  ven-tion.  No 
end  -  ed,    no  doubt, —  And  there's  nothing  some  cranks  should  do  quicker;  The 

sail     or    de  -  ride,       But  go    on     with  our  grand    rev  -  o  -  lu  -  tion;  For 

laugh  than  to      cry        At   the  sneers   of   the  men  who    de-fame  us;  Some 

^*  tJtL  .              -^^^                          -  ^ 

L  L  .  i_ .!  :  L-^   -  --t  — y?- 


mean    for  man  -  kind     a  good  turn, 
pow  -  er  counts  much  till    ap  -  plied, 
pros  -  pect  may  make  them  both  sad, 

cranks  must  keep  turn  -  ing,  to  go, 
day,  when  our    mis  -  sion    is  done, 


As      all      in  due   sea  -  son  will 

And  cranks,   it  is      nev  -  er  de- 

But       o  -  ver  it      we     are  so 

And     we     are  so   crank  -  y,  you 

They'll  claim   the  re  -  ward  we  have 


I 


learn, 

nied, 

glad, 

know, 

won, 


For    cranks  a  good    turn  do 

Have       u  -  ses  too    man  -  y 

That       oft  -  en,  while  sing-ing, 

We       give  each  good  turn  res 


so 
to 
we 
ti 


nice  -  ly. 
men  -  tion. 
snick  -  er. 
-   tu  -  tion. 


And     brag       of    it    more  than    they    blame  us. 


i 
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Cranks. 


Chorus. 


T  r  - 

Oh !  he's 


crank,  ha 


It' 

ha! 


— •  1 


And 


he': 


crank      ho ! 


-N  


ho! 


"We   are    all     of    us  cranks,  "Won't  you  come     to  our    ranks,  And 


i 


-jJt  h  -1^ — N — ^ — ^ — r-r~i    >  't^n^'t'' — ^ — ^ — ^ — ^ — 

^-^  #-T — ^ — *      g  I  — g — g — hzj-j — ^ — ^ — R~<^-^ — ^ — *  — g — a — 

laugh    as    we    mer  -  ri  -  ly      go  ?  Oh,      ha !    ha !  ha !    ha  I    ha !  ha ! 

4—^  ^.•^  i—  4—        4—4—  -4—^^ 


— »  9  m  - — # — 0 — 

[  1st. 

-r  ^-f  n  \ 

V  ^/7(y. 
— - 

Cr     I?  ^  P  i^— 1? 

ha !  ha !  ha  !  ha !  ha !  ha ! 

j^^-i_v— — — > — b — 1^ 

V    U    y   V  U 

ha  !  ha !  ha  !  ha !  ha  !  ha ! 

^  ^  h  ^  > 
it  ^  ^  J  i 

ha! 
m  •  « 

ha! 

»  »  0 

66 


No.  50.  The  Temperance  Ball. 

Newton  A.  Trueblood. 


Mead  &  Chambers. 


1.  Of  all 

2.  The  boys 

3.  Some,  break 
 ^  


the 
and 
■  ing 


— #- 


if 


great 
young 
the 

— # — 


e  - 
men 
bands 


vils 
of 
that 


a  -  round  us, 
the       na  -  tion, 
en  -  thralled  them, 


Whose 
Are 
Their 


-•-K  K       S  K  K  N-1 

-#  0  m  #  ,  #-d 

 #  0  ^  0 — 0^ 


stray,  None  oth  -  ers  so  wick  -  ed  sur  - 
sin;  Sa  -  loons  lure  them  on  by  temp- 
tell.       In    truth  -  ful  -  ness     of  -  ten  have 


li       I.  1. 


■N—  K 


tV  0  


m 


"*  ^     4.  »     *  -irr—yr-v' 

round    us                As  liq  -    uor  sa  -  loons      of  the  day."  Their 

ta  -  tion,              To  pla   -  ces  they     nev   -  er  had  been.  Then 

called  them,          "  The  gov  -  em  -  ment's  toll      gates  of  Hell.''  Then 


m 


bil  -  liards,      and      gam  -   bling  and 
fa    -  thers       and    moth  -    ers,  come 
>me        ye       true       friends    of  the 


drink 
►  aid 


mg, 
us 

tion, 


No 
Be 
At 
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The  Temperance  Ball. 


U  U      ^      ^  ' 

good     can     come  from    them  at  all; 

fore    your      own  chil  -  dren  shall  fall; 

tend       to        hu  -  man  -    i    -  ty's  call; 


Such  wick  •  ed  •  ness 
And  though  the  sa 
Come  aid       in  your 


IE 


sets  us  to  think  -  ing, —  We'll  roll  on  the  Tern  -  per  -  ance  Ball, 
loon    men      up  -  braid    us, —    We'll  roll     on     the    Tem  -  per  -  ance  Ball. 


coun  -  try's      sal  -  va  -  tion- 


And  roll     on     the    Tem  -  per  -  ance  Ball. 


-0— — »- 


Chorus. 
We'll  roll,— 


We'll  roll. 


We'll  roll,  we'll  roll,    we'll  roll,  wcMl  roll,    We'll  roll    on    the  Temperance  Ball. 


J/L     ^  4L 


i=J=f=t=?i=:u=p==^i=ti==t=:f:i=f=:rfiz:^ 


Come  aid    in  your  country's  sal  -  va-tion,     And  roll  on  the  Tem  -per-ance  Ball. 


1^ 


67 


No.  51.      You  Better  Quit  Your  Meanness. 

Dedicated  to  Rev.  Sam.  P.  JoNKS. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


-V  


 N- 


1.  You  bet-ter  quit  your  meanness,  You  old-time  Dem  -  o  -  crat !  When  did  you  vote  on 

2.  You  bet-ter  quit  your  meanness,  You  sniffling  hy  -  po-crite !  You  pray  for  Pro  -  hi - 

3.  You  bet-ter  quit  your  meanness,  And  do  not  hang  St.  John;  No  ef  -  fi-gieshave 

4.  You  bet-ter  quit  your  meanness,  And  vote  the  tick   -  et  straight,  Before  your  boys  are 

5.  You  bet-ter  quit  your  meanness.  Be  hon-  est,  can  -  did,  fair,  And  don't  sell  out  your 


God's  side?  Now  stop  and  tell  us  that!  You  better  quit  your  meanness,  You  stiff  Republi  - 
bi  -  tion  But  nev  -  er  help  a     bit,  But  vote  with  whiskey  dealers  A  tick-et  just  like 
stopped  us.  We  still  are  marching  on.  The  cause  you  said  he  set  back  Quite  twenty  years  or 
ru  -ined;  It    then  will  be  too  late.  You  bet-  ter  quit  )^our  meanness  And  vote  the  ticket 
pa-  pers,  But  treat  us  on  the  square.  And,  if  you  don't,  the  people  Will  find  your  meanness 


"Chorus 


can,  You  one  time  had  re  -  lig  -  ion.  You're  now  a  li-cense  man  !  You  bet       -  ter 
theirs;  Vain,  vain  your  suppli  -ca-  tions,  God  nev-  er  hears  such  prayers, 
more,  You  know  has  bounded  on-ward  Not  less  than  twice  a  score. 

now;  To-day  we  call    for    he-roes  Our  glo-rions  cause  a -vow, 

out,  And  then  your  lack  of  fair  play  Will    ru  -  in  you    no    doubt.  You  better  quit  your 

•^.~r— t 


quit,    And  vote  the  tick  -  et  straight,  You  bet  -  ter  quit.     Be  -  fore    it    is  too  late, 
meanness  And  vote  the  ticket  straight.  Oh,  turn  and  get  forgiveness,  Before  it  is  too  late. 
-     ^  ^  J^'  ^  A^^^ 


^     #.  ^  ^  . 

-9  »  » — 

m 
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No.  52.  Throw  out  the  Line. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  WILLIAMS. 


■  uNot  i 

00  slow. 

::r=z|=I=]-I^  j^r- 

A    4— ft 

fa 

ji    0    0    m  n  * 

1.  Don't  you  hear  the  cry  of  the  tempest  toss'd  Of  tlie  wrecktid  and  ruined,  our  brothers  lost? 

2.  Comes  the  loud  ap-peal,  like  a  clarion  call,  To  the  church  of  God  and  to  one  and  all, 

3.  He  that  came  from  heaven  that  he  might  redeem  All  who  look  to  him  in  redemption's  scheme, 

4.  In    a  work  Christlike,  and  so  tru-  ly  grand,  Is  there  one  un-will-ing  to  lend    a  hand? 


^.  -       -      ^    t-'^  ^  Jft.  ^  jfL 


They  are  sinking  down  'neath  the  angry  wave;  To  the  rescue  haste,  you  a  soul  may  save. 
Oh  ye  Christian  men,  to  your  du-  ty  fly;   If  you   lin  -  ger  long,  precious  souls  will  die. 
He  that  saved  your  soul  bids  you  rise  and  go,  And  to  save  the  lost  from  e-  ter  -  nal  woe. 
We  will   all    take  part  in  the  work  divine.  And  to  some  lost  soul,  we'll  throw  out  the  line 

^     ^     4L#.*^     ^1.     ^  ^ 


t=l: 


I 


Chorus. 

I,  yivace.  w 


Throw  out  the  line  !  Throw  out  the  line  '  They're  sink    -    ing  'neath  the 

Throw  out  the  line !    Throw  out  the  line,  They're  sinking  'neath  the  wave.  Sinking, 

••••      a,  A--*- 


V— 1^— ^— ^- 


i 


i 


■:± 


wave,  Throw  out  the  line  !        Throw  out  the  line !       And  you  a  soul  may  save  ! 

sinking  'neath  the  wave,       Throw  out  the  line  !       Throw  out  the  Ime  ! 
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No.  63. 


W.  A.  W. 


Push  for  Victory. 

As  sung  by  the  Silver  Lake  Quartet 


W.  A.  Williams. 


J   j   Two     old     par  -  ties  strong 

'  (   One  small    par  -  ty  right 

j  When  these   par  -  ties  die 

*  (  We're  the      ver    y  chaps 

5  We  will   make    no  deals, 
^'  I  Then  we'll      trav  -  el  on, 

We're  an     arm  -  y  large, 
^'       Let      all    temp'rance  cranks 

-(ft.       -fi.  .fL. 


Both    de  -  fend  the  wrong,  Both    de  . 

En  -  ters     in  the    fight,     En  -  ters 

Will   we   stand  and  cry?  Will  we 

Who   will   toss  our  caps,  Who  will 

But  we'll  make  ap-  peals.  But  we'll 

On     to  Wash  -  ing  -  ton,       On  to 

Lead    us     to  the  charge,  Lead  us 

Rush    in  -  to  the  ranks,  Rush    in  - 

:N  r===|i==giirj--iiiz:Pii=^=i: 


fend  the 

in  the 

stand  and 

toss  our 

make  ap 

Wash  -  ing 

to  the 

to  the 


wrong  With     a       tax  or      li  -  cense 

fight.  Bound    to  gain  the  vie  -  to  ■ 

cry?  No!  we'll  shout  in  joy  -  ous 

caps  When    we  gain  the  vie  -    to  ■ 

peals  To      the  sov  -  'reign  peo  -  pie, 

ton,  On       to  cer  -  tain  vie  -  to 

charge,  Right    a  -  gainst  the  en  -    e  . 

ranks,  Then  we'll  rush  for  vie    -  to 


fee. 


£rlee. 


my, 


ry.; 
ry.  I 


Push  tor  Victory. 


vie  -  to 


the  vie 


to 


the 


Push   right  a 

t=l== 


long, 


Push 


1 

i 


right  a 


long 


for   the  vie 


vie  to        -  ry,  the  vie        -  to  - 

Push    right    a  -  long    for    the    vie  -   to  -   rv,  Push  right    a  -  long     for  the 

 V  it  ^  if  it  1^— Cki  U  1^  1^  h,  ^  1^=3 

ry.  Yes,  push  right    a  -  long !        Push    right    a  -  long ! 

vie  -    to   -  ry, 

^.    ^    .p.    ji.  jit.     ^    ^  ^    ^  . 

I  1_  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^  □  


No.  54. 


My  Mother's  Grave. 


Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


1.  Oh,    gent  -    ly    blow,       thou    west    -    em    wind.       And  soft    -  ly 


2.  Oft,  when 

3.  Then  as 

4.  Now  scarce 

5.  My  moth 


child, 
a  lad 
ly  one 
er's  grave, 

^  -a- 

Iii=zzg2=: 


be  -  neath    that  tree 


I've  cried 


still 
word 
Oh, 


here 

can 

hal 


I  came, 
I  see; 
-  lowed  spot! 


my 


In    long    -  mg 
The    stone  breaks 
So    shall  I 


•Z5^ 

i  I 

fall,       thou     rain,       Up-    on     the  grave       I  leave  be  -  hind,  And 

self         to       rest.  And  dreamt    my  moth  -  er  *     lift    -  ed  me  And 

rest    -    less       mood.  And  read    the  line       be  -  neath  her  name —  "She 

o'er        the      tomb,      A  ver  -  dant  tem  -  pie       the  old  tree,  A 

think       of       thee;  Thy  lov  -  ing  mem  -  'ries  ne'er  for  -  got,  Though 


:?:t: 


ne  er  may 
soothed  me 
hath  done 
heaven  formed 
far  from 


see  a 

on  her 

what  she 

lamp  each 

thee  I'll 

^  -0- 

=1= 


gain.  It  is 

breast.  Was  it 

could."  The  words  sank 

bloom.  Steadfast  -  ly 

be.  Oh,  gen  -  ly 

f-_  tl  It. 


==fv 


to 
Came 
Sure  - 
Rais  - 
Up  - 


grave, 
know 
heart : 
to 

west 


so        lone.     For  -  got 

she  smiled    And  fon 

I  said       That  I 

the  sky.  Burn 

ern  wind.  And 


mg 
soft 


It 


by  all 

died  with 

would  do 

their  in 

ly  fall. 


but  me 
my  hand, 
the  same, 

cense  sweet; 

thou  rain. 


X- 
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My  Mother's  Grave. 


on 


whom  as  friends 

she  not  to 

ly  my  moth 

ing  our 


are    the    worn  stone    And  state  -  ly 
her    lone  -  ly  child    From    yon  bright 
er  blessed  and  led      Her    way  -  ward 
hearts  where  death  shall  die,     And  part  -  ed 


the    grave      I    leave     be  -  hind,  And  ne'er 


may 


-33 


chest    -  nut  tree, 

spir       -  it  land? 

son  to  fame, 

friends  shall  meet. 

see  a  -  gain. 

-fZ  ■0- 


Chorus. 


My    moth    -  er's 


grave ! 


Oh    hal    -    lowed  spot, 


Place 


:t=P: 


::::]=:cz3 


ev  - 


er 


dear 


to 

:1== 


me.       My  moth  -   er's       grave !  Oh 


No.  55. 

Solo. 


The  Chestnut  Bell. 


Words  and  Music  by  G.  E.  Chambers. 

Chorus. 


out,  they  say,     Oh,  ring  the 

as  they  pray,  Oh,  ring  the 

eigh  -    ty  four,    Oh,  ring  the 

up  the  strain.  Oh,  ring  the 


1.  The     cranks     are  dy 

2.  Some  preach  -  ers  vote 

3.  St.      John     sold  out 

4.  The    worn    -    en,  too, 


ing 
just 
in 
take 


3^ 


i 


Solo. 


Chorus. 


chest-  nut  bell;  They're  grow  -  ing  less 

chest- nut  bell;  To       kill       the  traf 

chest-  nut  bell;  We      hoped     of  him 

chest-  nut  bell;  And      with     the  men 


and  less  each     day.  Oh, 

fic,  so  they      say,  Oh, 

to  hear  no     more.  Oh, 

join  the  re  -  frain.  Oh, 


Solo. 

— -K— 1 — 


ring  the  chest  -  nut  bell, 

ring  the  chest  -  nut  bell, 

ring  the  chest  -  nut  bell, 

ring  the  chest  -  nut  bell. 


The  men    who  left  the  G.  O.       P.  To 

Why  don't  they  stop  this  fuss  and  noise,  A  - 

But,  no     sir,  fight     is  in  his  eye,  He 

And  ma  -   ny  of  them  are  so     bold.  That 


fol  -    low  af  -    ter       one      "i   -    dee."  Have  seen     their      fol   -  ly, 

bout     the  ru    -    in       of  our  boys.  And  preach    of   heav'n's     e  - 

trusts    in  One     who  reigns     on  high.    And  "In      His    Name"  we'll 

they      the  bal  -  lot  want,  I'm  told,       I  fear    we're     left  out 
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Th©  Chestnut  Bell. 


[y_  ^  -w 


Chorus, 


Chorus. 


don't  you  see,      Oh,  ring 

ter  -  nal  joys,     Oh,  ring 

win  or  die,  Don't  ring 

in  the  cold,  Don't  ring 


the  chest  -  nut 

the  chest  -  nut 

the  chest  -  nut 

the  chest  -  nut 

^  ^  f 

--»  0  »- 


bell, 
bell, 
bell, 
bell. 


1 

j-  Pro  -  hi 
j 


-K — s- 


m 


bi  -tion  {^^^^^1}  pro  -  hi  -  bit. 


'Ring, 


±=1: 


Pro  -  hi 


I  .  f  don't  1 


U—Z^  1 


I  


1 


hib 


it, 


*Ring,    You  may 
4L  ^ 


talk 

^ 


as  you 


may. 


But 
 «_ 


 K — 

 ft 

1?= 

 »  

✓ 

\   don't  ) 
(  fdoes  \ 

I 

say. 

Oh, 

ring 

,  f-.. 

the 

chest  - 
m 

nut  bell. 

-   Jj  - 

=5— 



 # — 

 #  

— — ^ 

-  ^ 

-  r 

1 — ^  

b 

— r- 
_ — / — . 

♦Ring  a  small  bell.  fL^t  other  parts  sing  "does"  while  Soprano  sings  "don't." 
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No.  56/      We  Get  Together  Once  a  Year. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
The  liquor  dealer  to  the  Christian:  — 


V  2 


You  work  and  talk  against  the  trade,  And  weep  because  of  drunkards  made  ; 
But  do  n't  you  think  it  ver  -  y  queer,  We  get   to-geth  -  er  ( (9w/A)  once  a  year? 

f=ifz:fCii=;izr<i^z=*r4: 


4 


Chorus. 


i: 


They  get    to  -  geth    .    .  . 
They  get    to  -  geth  -  er  once  a 
^.    ^.  .ff. 


er  once  a     year  They  vote  the 

year,  They  get   to  -  geth  -  er  once    a  year,  They  vote  the 

:N=^ziN=1i=^=ii=^=tii: 


same,  .  .  .  Oh, dear !  oh,dear  .  .  .  The  men  who  sell  ....  rum,gin  and 
same,oh  dear!  oh  dear.They  vote  the  same,oh  dear  !oh  dear!  The  men  who  sell  rum.gin  and  beer,The  men  who 


beer,    .    .    '    .     And  Christian  men.    .    .    .       Oh  dear!  oh  dear  I 
sell  rum,  gin  and  beer,  And  Christian  men, oh  dear!  oh  dear!  And  Christian  men, oh  dear!  oh  dear! 


p  M  M 

L-l  ^-1  

3  We  're  glad  that  you,  election  day. 
Give  aid  the  most  effective  way. 
Your  talk  and  prayers  we  do  not  fear, 
If  you'll  vote  with  us  once  a  year. 

3  You  pray  each  day  that  heaven  high 
Would  make  the  liquor  traffic  die. 
We've  fought  each  other  hard; but  here 
We  get  together  once  a  year. 

Cop5^right:,  1892,  bv  W. 
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4  On  paper  still  keep  up  the  fight, 

"  Resolve"  to  stand  up  for  the  right ; 
With  us  it  will  not  interfere. 
If  you  '11  vote  with  us  once  a  year. 

5  Those  holy  hands  held  up  in  prayer, 
I  see  a  license  ticket  bear. 

It  gives  us  liquor  dealers  cheer 
To  have  you  with  us,  once  a  year. 
A.  Williams. 


No.  57. 


Put  the  Enemy  Down. 


C.  H.  Mead. 
Solo. 


G.  E.  Chambers. 


V— p  tr-f—  


1.  An    en  -  e  -  my  strong    in  Na  -  tion   and  State,  Is    lay  -  ing    its    vie    -  tims 

2.  Thie    de  -  inon  of  drink,    in    cit  -  y      and  town,  Is     li-censed  to    rob  and 

3.  Oh   Rn  -  ler    of    men.  Who  reign-eth     on  high,   In  mer  -  cy  stretch  forth  thy 


H^—fh  h— h — h- 


N— ^— ^— 


low  ;  The  young  and  old,  the  small  and  great,  Are  feeling  his  dead  -  ly  blow, 
kill;       At  his  command  the  strong  go  down,  And  parties  o-bey  his  will, 
hand;     By  truth  and  might,bring  nigh,bring  nigh,De-Iiverance  to  our  land. 


A  -  rouse,    ye   lov  -  ers    of   truth   and  right.  And  ral  -  ly      in    cit  -  y  and 

y  I        k  ^      1    y  r  y 


^  _^  — 

town  ;  The  ^ 

^ord  is  our  strengt 

5:  . 

-y — b* — y — 1  

5 

1  a 

id  He  will  gi 

ve  migh 

t,To  put  the  enem) 
^  ^ 

^  down. 

f  PFI 

1 

i 

V  ^ 
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No.  58.  Don't  Mix  your  Politics  and  Religion. 


Words  and  Music  by  \V.  A.  Williams. 
H  


Oh,broth  -  er,  with    yourpol  -  i  -  tics,  Re  -  lig  -  ion  you    can  nev  - 
Why,bless  you,}'our  vile  pol  -  i  -  tics,  You  fill  with  mean  and  nast 
You 've  tried  re  -  lig  -  ion,  too,    to  mix  With  your  own  dread-ful  pol 
Oh  bless    the  Lord  I  our  creed  will  mix  With  platforms  of  our  pol 
No,  won  -  der,friend,you  can  -  not  mix  Re-  lig  -  ion  with  jjwr  pol  • 
^       I  I         h   ^  -fS-  H«.     ^-  -ft. 


er  mix,  Your 
y  tricks.  To 
i  -  tics.  You  *ve 

•  i  -  tics.  In 
i  -  tics,You  '11 


4:: 


m 


pol 
catch 
failed 
right  • 

find 
I 


•  i  -  tics,  you  plain 
all  vo  -  ters  you 
;  could  you  ex  -  pect 
eous-ness  each  plank 
that  li  -  cense,  high 
I 


-  ly  see.  With  true  re  -  lig 
make  planks  To  win  both  brew 

suc-cess  In  mix  -  ing  sin 
is  found.  And  that     is  why 

or  low 


With  God's  com-mand-ments  will 


ion  won 't  a  -  gree.  For 
ers  and    the  cranks.  And 
and  right-eous-ness  ?  Since 
our  plat-form's  sound.  It 
not  go.  And 


Pi 


when 
while 

you 
would 

tax  - 


you  un  -  der  -  take 
you  far  would  sep  - 
have  failed, this  many 
not  soil     an    an  - 
ing    sin —  oh  that 


to   pray,  How  could  you  have   the  face      to    say,  *'  Fa  - 
a  -  rate    (And  right  -  ly     too  )  the  church  and  state.  You 
a    day.    To  cast  your  vote  just    as     you  pray.  To 
gel's  wing,  You'll  find  that  it       is    just     the  thing.  So 
foul  blot  Won't  har  mon  -  ize  with  "  Thou  shalt  not."  Re  - 


er  in  heav'n,  Thy  king-dom  come,"When  at  the  polls  you  vote  for  rum  ? 
think    it       is       a    prec  -  ious  boon,  To  join    the  state     and    the    sa  -  loon. 

be  con  -  sist  -  ent  you  have  ceased  To  pray  for  tem-p'rance  in  the  least, 
clear  that    all     can    un   -   der-stand.  And  just     in    line     with  God's  command. 

lig  -  ion  true   and   pol    -    i  -  tics     Of    the    right  kind    will  sure  -  ly  mix. 
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Don't  Mix  your  Politics  and  Religion. 


-^  i  ^ 

1 

-^^-^  ^!:-— - 

You  \s 

rould-n't  mix  them 

*  nor  would  I, 

1 

 — 

Nor 
Nor  I! 

^  Ji   A  -I 

1 

I !      Oh,  no,    I 'd 

 U — 1  U — 1 

Nor  I! 


i 


get     re  -  lig  -  ion    ere      I 'd  try. 


And  I 
And  I, 


oh 


And  so    would  I, 


rr-\-.  -Pk^.J 

yes ;  an 
C^fS-K  = 

d  then  you'd 

And  then  you'd  be 

fix 

in  su 

ch  a 

No.  59. 


Tell  Them  We  Are  Coming. 


A.  T.  Allis.  Mead  and  Chambers. 


^  N  K— a  a— 

 \  A- 

i  i 

 1 — 1 — 

1.  When  the  pearl  -  y  gates  shall   o- pen,  And  the   char  -  i  -  ot     of    fire,  Bears  your 

2.  Com-ing  by   the  way  He  leads  us,   O-  ver  rug  -  ged  paths  or  plain;  Tak-ing 

3.  And  it    may  be  there  that  some  one, Who  has  loved  us  here  be -low,  Will  be 

4.  Tell  our  friends  that  all  our  aim-ing   Is     to     do    the  Mas  -  ters  will ;  And,  as 


9-    '»  •    ^  ^         -m~    -0-   -#      -0-  -9 

 ^-Jr_t:i__:^-_i:-  f  r— ^—^-^T-^^V— f— 1=— t—u 


1^— j^- A— {V  ^ 


hap  -  py  spir  -  it  thro'  them, Whither    now    you  so  as  *  pire  ;  Don't  for 

joy  -  ful  -  ly  the   bur-dens,  Bear  -  ing     pa  -tient-ly  the    pain;  Press- ing 

glad     to  hear  the     ti-dings.   If       in  -  deed  they  do  not    know  ;  And  will 

well     as  we    are    a  -  ble.  All     his     pur  -  po  -  ses  ful  -   fil.     And  the 

-0-  -9-     -9-    '9-    -9-  -9- 

:|r_L:_4i" — ^—r-n  ^ — — ^  ^  ^- 


get     in     that    new  glad  -  ness.  Which  shall  wel-come   you  on  high,    To     re  - 
on     with    ea  -  ger    foot  -  steps,  Till    our  pil  -  grim-  age    is   done.  And  we 
clasp  your   hand  more  glad  -  ly.     For  the  mes  -  sage  which  you  take.  And  will 
wait  -  ing     for     our    com-ing    Can  -  not,   aft  -  er     all,    be  long.  When  we'll 
-9-       -9-       '9-  -  -9-       -9-  -9- 


-t: 


i 


"^±12: 


mind  the  friends  who  greet  you.  That  we  're  com  -  ing  by  and  by. 
join  you  and  our  loved  ones,Where  the  goal  of  life  is  won. 
make  your  wel  -  come  sweet  -  er.  For  the  dear  old  friend  -  ship's  sake, 
join    those  gone    be  -    fore     us.     In     the      ev   -  er  -  last  -  ing  song. 


-9-  -9' 
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Tell  Them  We  Are  Coming". 


Chorus. 


By  and  by, 


yes,  by    and  by. 


We  shall 


We    are    com  -  ing,  yes,  we  're  com  -  ing, 
^  ft  ft  ^  ^  


by   and  by, 


-f — ' — p- 


EE 


r  -1 

re  J 

ich 

0- 

that  bless 

-ed 

r 

coun  -  try, 

by 

and 
-•- 

by; 

by     and  by. 

t-  t  V 

When  our 

-1=- 

i 

-1i==ti 
1^  U 

:ij= 

— ■  X  & — t"~7t — t? — r — ^ — 17— 

work    on   earth  is     o'er     We  shall  stand   on      Ca  - naan's  shore,  And  we'll 


N 

-  t-..  .f  V  f  -h  -[-  r.  r  f-    f  r 

t   V    t  bi^i     i  )i — k  N 

1/       1^       U       y       1          !^  y 

■,^.-^=3'  1  N  

W-EL-L.  :  

meet         our  lo\ 

•  J= — J   

^ed        ones       there,            by  and 
•- 

f=         -l«                            •  •  ft 

r      \  1   V~ 

1 

by. 

 1 

I        f   p      ^  5 

h  -J 

6 


No.  60.  ^  Don't  Give  it  your  Vote. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


m 


-p  ^^—1^^  ^-\—s. — vh-^  ^ — fV- 


— I 


were 
do  n't 
in  the 
do  n't 
for  - 


If   a   par  -  ty  you  know  should  give  its  con-sent,  In       case    a  large  sum 
That  men  should  destroy  your  dear  lit- tie    boy,  Or     make  him  a  bloat, 
If  a  par  -  ty  you  know  too  tim  -  id  to    show  Its      col  -  ors  for  right 
Or     give  such  a  plank  as  would  please  an  old  crank  Like  you  or  like  me, 
If  a  par  -  ty  you  know  that  rose  long  a  -  go," 'Gainst  sumptua-ry  laws 
As  it  of  -  ten  re -fleets,  they  "  cit  -  izens  (?)  vex;"  While  that  banner  they  tote,do  n't 
If  a  par  -  ty  you  know  will  **  sym-pathize  "  so    That    its    Vice-President  a 
While  the  chief  magis-trate,the  news  -  pa-pers  state,  On    wine-cups  will  dote,  don't 
If  a  par  -  ty  you  know  says  "  rummies  must  go,"  Has  firm-ness  to    dare  to 
And    men  nom-i  -  nate  who  won't  vac -il  -  late,  Just    pull    off  your  coat,  and 


1^ 


i 


5^ 


\  ^.—^i-h-r  H — h  -h- 


8: 


17— t 


Chorus. 


paid    by    the  slum,  /  Now  mind  we  do  n't  say.  You  shall  vote  in    our  way,  We 
give    it    your  vote.  \  [First  line  of  chorus  may  be  spoken.) 
tern  -  per  -  ance  fight.  ) 
give    it   your  vote.  J 
ev  -   er,"  be  -  cause, 
give    it   your  vote, 
buf  -  fet  will    rent,  ) 
give    it    your  vote.  J 
stand  to      it  square,  ) 
give    it   your  vote !  ) 

N  ^ 


|i=|i=li=)C 


t^-i?— tr— tj — r 


men  -  tion    no    names  you  '11     note ; 


If     a     par  -  ty    you  find 


to 


— It  ^: 


9= 


A— 
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Do  n't  Give  it  your  Vote. 


__.A__A_J  _  

i  i-i'  i= 

be  •  of     that  k 
(  /*'or  fifth  stanza  oi 

ci:  Tz—it — 

ind,  Don't 
ily.)  Then 
9-  -m- 

9  P— 

-t—i  J 

give    it,    don't  gi 
give    it,      oh,  g 

IZji  N  ^  

w  r> 

ve     it  your 
ive     it  your 

vote, 
vote. 

 k  ^—i 

V       W  V 

 \/ — 

-v~i^=t — 

No.  6  1 .     Come,  Boys,  let  us  Cut  Him  Down. 

Music  by  M.  &  C. 


Words  by  T.  C.  Johnson. 
Solo. 


=4: 


Bars  a       big       whis  -  key  -  tree 


He 
He 


brings  forth  death  on  a 
brings  forth 


Oh,    he     spreads  des 


limb 
limb 

lation    in    de  homes 


grow  -  in'    in     de    land ;  } 


crime    on  a 


o  -  ver  here ;  \ 
o  -  ver  there,  { 
all     a  -  round ;  J 


i 


Quartet. 


Solo. 


Come, 


mi 


-h  IV- 


boys,    and  let 


cut    him  down  !  |  p^jj 


Come,  boys,     and     let      us     cut    him  down !  |  ^"j^ 


fruit   is  might-y 

seven-ty  -  five 
fills    de    pen  -  e  ■ 
should  he 


pa 


-I  h  K  K  h  h- 


m 


Quartet. 


bad, 
thou  - 
ten  -  ti 
curse 


and  he  ought  not  to  stand  I  Come,boys,  and  let 
sand       eb    -  er  -  y    year.     )  y^^^^i^,^^y=, 

beV  dVg^'round?  \  Come.boys,  and  let 
fi—^^  ^  ft. 


aries 
and 


eb  - 
cum 


us  cut  him  down  ! 
us    cut  him  down ! 


r 
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Come,  Boys,  let  us  Cut  Him  Down. 


Chorus. 
Come,  boys,  come, 

-J— J- 


y    ^    y         y  I 

With  your  pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion  axe, 


Roll  up 


ver  sleeves  and 


I 


put  111 


de     whacks ;  Let  us 


all 


chop 


way 

! 


'till  de 


i 


i 


1^1 


last     splin  -  ter   cracks;     Come,  boys,    and     let      us     cut     him  down! 


:=t: 


f 


I 


3  De  democrats  tryin'  for  to  strengthen  his  roots : 

Come,  boys,  and  let  us  cut  him  down ! 
Republicans  to  trim  him  up  and  regulate  his  fruits ; 

Come,  boys,  and  let  us  cut  him  down  ! 
But  de  prohibition  boys  are  a  choppin'  at  de  tree; 

Come,  boys,  and  let  us  cut  him  down  ! 
He 's  bound  to  come  a  crashin'  down,  do  n't  you  see ; 

Come,  boys,  and  let  us  cut  him  down ! 


84 


No.  62, 


The  Grand  Break. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


*— '  1  ^— 45<— ^ 


We  have  started    in  This  temp'rance  fight  to  win,  And  we  care  not  what  you  do, 
Oh,  we  can't  be  bought,  We //ar^f/y  will  be  caught  With  the  chaff  of  years  gone  by, 
.  Come  andjoin  our  rankSjBe  numbered  with  the  cranks,  Who  are  bound  to  win  the  day. 
We  can  see    a  split  Just  ev  - 'ry    lit  -  tie  bit,  And  the  grand  break's  bound  to  come. 
Won't  you  come  this  way  rThey're  coming  ev'ry  day  To    re-  side  in  the  temp'rance  camp. 


19--—^ 


-li— 


-w      -w-      -jr       '  * 

We  will  lead  the  van,  E  -  lect,  ere  long,  our  man  ;We  will  see     our  par  -  ty  through. 
You  may  jeer  and  sneer.  Or  greet  us  with  a  cheer.  All- ee  sam  -  ee  laugh  or  cry. 
Don'tyoube    the  last,  They're  coming  mighty  fast,  You'll  be  lonesome,  if   you  stay. 
There  are  thousands  tired,They  can't  be  longer  hired  To    re-main  and  vote  for  rum. 
Let  us  have  a  cheer.  We'll  conquer,  nev-er  fear.  Let  no   toil  our  ar  -  dor  damp. 


[:=t:=t: 


Chorus. 


5";" 

There  Avill 


-N — ^ 


V — 


be        a     land  -  slide.  There  will 

•       JK.       ^  ^ 


be 


a     cloud  -  burst,  A 


ii 


tuni-ble   aiul   a  rush  To  vote  the  tick-et  first,  And  we'll  make  the  grand  break  In  the 


:::^-Tip==:[i: 
:^z:Iz^i=jJ: 


 #  — m  0  « — — -A  ^  -A  -m  -A  !  s — '—11 


near    tu-ture  too.   And  you  can- not  cough  us  down.  No     mat- ter  what  vou  do. 

A  •  -fi.      ^  Jf^      JfL     4^     JPL      ^        jfL         JL  '  ^  ^/ 


No.  68.    Who  will  Greet  me  First  in  Heaven? 


4th  and  6th.  stanzas  by  W.  A.  W. 


.  u  Not  too  fast,  p 


Music  by  W.  A.  WiLLUMS. 


1.  Who      will     greet       me       first        in       heav  -  en, 

2.  Who     will     greet       me       first        in       glo    -  ry? 

3.  No —  not       these,      for       they     have       nev    -  er 


Wlien  the 
Oft  the 
Glad  -  dened 


4.    They  who       trav  -  elled       long    sin's     path  -    way,        Or  have 


5.    Join     the  arm 


of 


God's  chil    -  dren,       Who  are 


ft 


bliss    -    ful  realms    I       gain, —  When  the 

earn    -    est  thought  will     rise,  Mus  -  ing 

here       my    mor  -  tal  view;  But  the 

sunk    'neath  crime's  dark  wave.  But  by 

sav    -    ing    men    from  hell,  And  are 


hands    have    ceased  from 
the       un    -  known 
ones    gone      be  - 
from    death  were 
ing       off  the 


on 
dear 
you 
roll 


1^ 


ing.  And 
ders  Of 

me, —  They, 
cued,  Sink 


the 
the 
the 
ing 


heart 
home 
loved, 
to 


ses       Dark,  that 


hath  ceased  from 
be  -  yond  the 
the     tried,  the 
a      Christ  -  less 
their  chil  -  dren 


 <5?- 

pain —  When  the 
skies.  Who  will 
true,    They  who 
grave ;    By  kind 
fell.     Seek  to 


^ — -N  1 


last    farewell     is  spok  -  en,  Severed  the    last    ten  -  der       tie       And  I 

be     my  heavenly  men- tor?  Will  it    be     some  ser  -  aph     bright.  Or  an 

walked  with  me  life's  pathway,  P'rom  my  soul     by  death  were    riv-en,- They,  who 

words  were  turned  to  Je  -  sus,  And  their  dark-ness  from  them  driv  -  en ;  Those  whom 

turn  some  soul    to  Je  -  sus,  That  their  sins  may  be     for  -  giv  -  en;  Then  when 
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Who  will  Greet  m©  First  In  Hoaven? 


know     how  sweet,  how      sol  -  emn,  And      how  blest  it        is  to 

an     -  gel    from    the    count  -  less     Myr  -  iads        of  that     world  of 

loved      me    best     in       this    world,  Will       be  first  to  greet  in 

you    have  loved  and      res  -  cued —  They    will  greet  you     first  in 

break,     at    last,  the  heart  -  strings,  They    will  greet  you      first  in 


Chorus. 


I 

die. 
light. 

heaven.  3.  4.  6.  They 

heaven. 

heaven. 


Who    will     greet  me 


first 


r     r      ^  J 

heav  -  en    When  the 


who  will  greet  me  first    in      heav  -  en, 

iti    t    f:  ♦ 


bliss  -  ful  realms  I  gain? 
when  the  bliss  -  ful    realms     I  gain, 


Who 
They 


t.  t- 


will       greet  me 

Who  will  greet  me,  &c. 


0= 

 #- 

'  !? 

first      in       heav   -  en.       When  the     bliss  -  ful       realms  I 
t-       ^         ^         ^       t.       t-        I  . 


gain? 


No.  64.  You  Can't. 

May  be  sung  ss  a  solo  and  chorus,  Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


S 


T-  K-  K  


a 
and 
to 

I 
he's 


1.  I 

2.  We 
3.1 

4.  Next 

5.  Per  - 


had 
talked 
went 
morn, 
haps 


long 
we 
my 
a 

broke 


talk 
talked 

bed 
woke 
loose 


with 
till 
and 

from 
and 


an 
quite 
there 
my 
has 


old 
late 
tried 
qua 
wan 


par 
in 
to 
si 
dered 


ty  friend, 

the  night; 

get  rest, 

re  -  pose, 

a  -  way, 


Con 
I 
I 

And 
And 


cern 
asked 
heard 
looked 


ing  the 

him  to 

the  same 

out  the 

to  this 


the 


way 
help 
sound 
win    -  dow 
build    -  ing 


rum 

in  the 
ver      -  y 


con 


P 


traf 
tem 
clear 
soon 
clud 


fic 
per 

ly 

as 
ed 


to 
ance 
ex  ■ 
I 
to 


end, 
fight, 
pressed, 
rose, 
stray ; 


Of 
I 

Which, 
And 
And 


the  prob 
urged 
all 
saw 
now 


lem 
him 
the 
my 
if 


he 
to 

night 
tor  - 

he's 


m 


=5 


gave  no 
heed  lost 
long,  on 
men  -  tor 
here, —  an 


so    -     lu    -  tion  at  all.  But  an    -  swered 

hu    -    man    -  i    -  ty's  call.  But  still  he 

my        ear,    seemed  to  fall,—  -  That         ter  -  ri 

tied        up        in  a  stall !  Con  -     tin  -  u 

y    -  where       in  this  hall,  You'll      know  him 
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You  Can't. 


No.  65.  He  rose  from  the  Dead. 

Chorus.                                   From  "Jubilee  Songs,"  by  per.  Geo.  L.  White. 
He   rose,               He    rose,  He 
7  ==:j^:g;s=::ti^   =iv 


"5 


_    5  5    u    5    5  J 

He    rose.    He  rose,    He    rose.  He  rose,    He      rose  from    the  dead.  He 


He  rose, 


He  rose. 


rose, 


He  rose. 


He 


t  t  t  ^  t 

rose.    He   rose.    He  rose,  He   rose.  He 


rose  from     the    dead.  He 


s 


He  rose. 


rose. 


He  rose, 
~X  :— 


dead. 


e    rose,  He    rose.  He    rose.    He  rose 


ose.  He 


from  the 


He  rose. 


Fine. 


chil 


And 


the 


Lord 


shall 


bear 


His 


dren  home. 


1^ 


i 


The       Jews  cru  -  ci  -  fied  Him,  and    nail'd  Him    to     the  tree. 

Jos  -  eph  begged  His  bo  -  dy,  and  laid  it  in  the  tomb. 
Down    came  an  an  -  gel,    and    rolled  the    stone    a    -  way, 


m 


-I 


He  rose  from  the  Dead. 


The       Jews  cru  -  ci  -  fied   Him,  and 

Jos  -  eph  begged  His  bod  -  y,  and 
Down      came  an  an  -  gel,  and 


nail'd  Him     to       the  tree, 
laid     it       in       the  tomb, 
rolled  the    stone       a  -  way, 


^      ^    u  1/ 


The     Jews         cru  -  ci  -  fied  Him,  and 
Jos  -  eph        begged  His    bod  -  y,  and 
Down    came  an  an  -  gel,  and 


nail'd 
laid 
rolled 


Him     to     the  tree, 
it      in     the  tomb, 
the    stone    a    -  way, 


D.C. 


And 


the 


Lord 


shall  bear 


His 


chil 


dren 


home. 


r 


No.  66.       We'll  Vote.— TuNE.^'He  rose  fi'om  the  Dead." 

We'll  vote,  we'll  vote,  we'll  vote  the  traffic  out ; 
We'll  Vote,  we'll  vote,  and  put  this  fiend  to  rout ; 
We'll  vote,  we'll  vote,  and  pray,  and  sing  and  shout. 
And  the  Lord  will  help  us  in  the  fight. 

1  We'll  fight  the  liquor  demon,  and  drive  him  to  the  wall, 
We'll  fight  the  liquor  demon,  until  his  Elingdom  fall. 
We'll  fight  the  liquor  demon,  come  aid  us  one  and  all ; 
And  the  Lord  will  help  us  in  the  fight. 

2  We'll  give  this  foe  no  quarter,  but  smite  him  hip  and  thigh; 
We'll  never  give  him  sanction,  by  license  low  or  high ; 
We've  made  a  vow  to  heaven,  this  foe  has  got  to  die, 

And  the  Lord  will  help  us  in  the  fight. 

3  Republicans  don't  like  it,  although  they  know  we're  right ; 
The  Democrats  deride  us,  but  still  we'll  push  the  fight ; 
And  if  they  both  oppose  us,  we'll  put  them  both  to  flight. 
And  the  Lord  will  help  us  in  the  fight.— C.  H.  Meap. 

91 


No.  67. 


Down  in  the  Licensed  Saloon. 

An  answer  to  ,"Where  is  my  Wandering  Boy  To-night 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  WILLIAMS, 


 ^  ll  #- 


/^  P 


Pit. 


Where  is   my  wand-'ring  boy    to-night!  Down  in  the     licensed  sa  -  loon. 


m 


1.  Down  in    a  room    all    co-zy  and  bright,  Filled  with  the  glare  of    ma-  ny     a  light, 

2.  Learning  new  vie  -  es  all  the  night  long,  Tempted   to    all  that's  sin-  ful  and  wrong, 

3.  Little  arras  once  were  thrown  round  my  neck,  Look  at  him  now,  my  poor  heart  will  break ! 

4.  Broth-er,  I  guess  you'd  en-ter  this  fight.    If     it  were  your  boy  down  there  to-  night, 


\^-^-\^-\  1^^— V— ^  ^^_t.^,   d 


0—0—0—^—0^9—  #— #— #— J-T— L  *  0—0— 0—^^-0^^ p~^~ 


Beauti-ful  music  the  ear  to  delight,  Down  in  the  licensed  sa-loon.  ] 
Listen-ing  to  the 
Think  of  that  boy  to 


Listen-ing  to  the    harlot's  foul  sorig,Down  in  the  Hcensed  sa-loon.  ^  There  is  my  wand'ring 
night  a  sad  wreck,  Down  m  the  licensed  sa-loon,  {  '  * 


Ruined  and  wrecked  by  the  drink  appetite,Down  in  the  licensed  sa-loon.  J 


't^ 


Cres. 


✓  1/ 


■4^-Hs-->y-)K-^— ^1 
■0—0 — 0^ 


boy  to-night,  There  is  my  wand' ring  boy  to-night,  Down,  down,  down,  down,  Down  in  the  licensed  saloon! 
^  4L  ^  ^  ^  4^ 


0 — 0 — 


 y  I  :  Lip — j — r  ^ — — yi-V^  U-»-#-— p-i- 
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No.  68.       The  Cranks  Are  Out  That  Day. 

J.  T.  Wright.  G-  E. 

"irbiT  


Chambers. 


y    -wr    -w    -w    -w    -9-  -w 

1.  i     see    a    glad  No-vem-ber,  It  rusli-es    on  my  sight;  A  mighty  host  of 

2.  You'll  see  King  Whiskey  dy-ing,  His  ai  -my  on  the  run  ;  We'll oc-cu  -  py  his 

3.  Ev'n  now  rum's  chief  da-fend-er,  His  strongest aid,  To  Christian  men,  to 


 K  K-| 


V  ^- 


m 


 li — « — 0 — ^  

vot-ing  men,  Have  put  the  foe    to  flight;  Oh,  then  you  will    re-mem-ber,  Pro 

strongest  fort,  We'll  capture  ev-'ry    gun  ;  His  par  -  ty    al  -  lies  fly-ing,  Not 

temp'rance men, Fair prom-i  -  ses  has  made.  We  ask    a  full  sur-ren-der^  Of 

> — i — ^.ziili=z:^=k=:^=|iz 


phet  -  ic  words,  and  say,  "I  told  you  so,"  As  then  you  know,  That  the 
long  e-nough  they  stay  To  say,  "Good-by,"  I'll  tell  you  why.  Oh,  the 
par  -  ties    in    our  way;   No    com-prom-ise    To    blind  our    eyes.  When  the 


-r-r  1  h- 


S3 


Chorus. 


->  1  1^  1^-1  ^ 

#  9  #— L  "-^  


cranks  are  out  that  day.  Oh,  the  cranks  are  out  that  day,  The  cranks  are  out  that  day  ; 
cranks  are  out  that  day. 
cranks  are  out  that  day. 


•0- 

?  ?  r  ? 

S^^-jT  •  #  #  0  p- 

Ll< — 1^ — U — — 1 — _!/— 

With  a  cheer  and    a  shout,They  willvote  rum  out,  For  the  cranks  are  out  that  day. 


i 


Copyiight,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Willuhs. 


No.  69.  Allow  Me  to  Move  a  Vote  of  Thanks. 


J.  M.  W.  5th.  6th.  and  7th.  by  W.  A.  W. 


4=l=:|: 


J.  M. 


Whyte,  by  per. 


-j^  Once  there  was  held  a  big  pic-nic;  Al-  low 
I  did  not  go  to  that  picnic;  Al-low 
2  To  -  day  the  cause  of   al-  co-hol !  Al  -  low 

'We  hear  the  Pro-  hi  -  bi-tion  call;  Al  -  low 
n  Once  on  a  time    a  man  once  said,-  Al-  low 

*  That  man  went  era  -zy  in  his  head;  Al-  low 


me  to  move 
me  to  move 
to  move 
to  move 
to  move 


me 
me 
me 


me    to  move 


a  vote  of  thanks; 
a  vote  of  thanks; 
a  vote  of  thanks; 
a  vote  of  thanks; 
a  vote  ot  thanks; 
a  vote  of  thanks; 


a: 


Way  down  be-side  old  Bran-dy  Creek;  Al-low  me  to  move  a  vote  of  thanks.  \ 

And   all  who  went  I  e-turned  homesick;  Al-low  me  to  move  a  vote  of  thanks.  / 

Is   mov-mg  backward  to  the  wall;  Al-low  me  to  move  a  vote  of  thanks.  ) 

It  means  the  death  of  Al  -  co-  hoi;  Al-low  me  to  move  a  vote  of  thanks.  ) 

An-  oth  -  er  time  the  same  man  said,  Al-low  me  to  move  a  vote  of  thanks.  ) 

And  I've  heard  since,  that  he  was  dead;  Al-low  me  to  move  a  vote  of  thanks.  ) 


3 


They  walked  a  -  bout  a  wea  -  ry    set,  And  stood  up  -  on     the  banks,  And 

The  migh  -ty  Pro  -  hi  -  bi-  tion  host.  In    o  -  ver-whelm-ing  ranks,  Won't 

They  say  when  he  was  laid    to  rest.  A-  mong  the  oth  -  er  cranks.  His 

^  ^  JL  ^ 


1^ 


then  it  rained  and  all  got  wet;  Al  -  low  me  to  move  a  vote 
leave  the  sha-dow  of  his  ghost;  Al  -  low  me  to  move  a  vote 
ghost  said  at     its  lev  -  el  best, —  Al  -  low  me     to  move  a  vote 


94 


of 
of 
of 


thanks, 
thanks, 
thanks. 


Allow  Me  to  Move  a  Vote  of  Thanks. 

Chorus. 


(5  *         ^  " 

-#  0  ^  1  

-0      0  S   

i  -  low  me 

to 

}a-^          ^  -ft 
■1  ijH 

move,               to  m 

bt? — * — s  _ 

ove  a       vote  of 

0  n 

r 

thanks 

-0-  1 

i — 0  

S      i  ^ 
 #-J 

1 

;  Then 

t  -t  ^  . 

Thanks,  thanks,  thanks,  thanks,  thanks;  Allow  me  to  move  a  vote  of  thanks,  thanks,thanks; 


5  : 

pass  the  thanks  a  -  1 

♦  t  i 

H — t-  r  f  •  *  '-^  •  -r-^ 

ong  this  way.  They've  stood  the  wear  and  tear          of  i 

It— t- 

Tia  -  ny 

1                                        ■  ^- 

:#=^— 

Tbanks,thanks, thanks  ;thanks,thanks,thanks,thanks,thanks, thanks ;  thanks,thanks,  thanks  ;Thanks,thanks, 


hmi  -  dred  years,  they  say, 


and  none 

f:  S: 


the  worse        for  wear. 

0  0  0  

BE 


t: 


31 

I    i  i 

thanks,thanks,thank  s,thanks,thanka, thanks ;  Allow  me  to  move  a  vote  of  thanks,  thanks,thanks. 


4  I  once  was  asked  to  entertain, —  Allow,  &c. 
A  great  big  crowd  in  Lunder's  Lane.  "  " 
I  had  to  go  there  through  the  rain,     "  " 
It  kind  of  went  against  the  grain,       "  ^ 
I  sang  and  made  my  banjo  buzz, 
And  played  them  all  my  pranks. 
And  all  I  got  for  that  trip  was, —  Allow,  &c. 


6  We  are  indeed  a  mighty  throng, —  Allow,  &c. 
We've  been  increasing  right  along,  " 
We've  started  for  the  big  white  house,  "  " 
Where  both  rum  parties  we  will  douse;"  " 
Republicans  are  very  mad. 
The  Democrats  feel  bad, 
And  Prohibitionists  are  glad, —  Allow.&c. 


5  One  day  a  great  convention  met, —  Allow,&c.  7  And  did  the  politicians  say, —  Allow,  &c. 


Consisting  of  a  head-strong  set 
They  named  *St.  John  their  candidate,' 
And  *Leonard  as  his  running  mate;  " 
They  bade  their  parties  all  good-by, 
To  knock  the  the  traffic  high; 


Not  much;  they  did  not  talk  that  way;  "  " 
They  saw  we're  growing  mighty  fast,    "  " 
And  bound  to  "get  there"  at  the  last;    ''  " 
For  courage  whistled  as  they  said, 
"The  Prohib  party's  dead." 


And  this  made  both  old  parties  cry;  Allow,  &c.  If  this  is  death,  we'll  push  ahead, — Allovr,&c. 
'Substitute  names  of  nominees. 
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No.  70 

Anox. 


The  Hymns  that  Mother  Sung. 


G.  E.  Chambers. 


As  through  the  changing  scenes  of  life,  The  shadowed  vale  of  smiles  and  tears,  Where 
We  used  to  gath  -  er  at  the  hearth,  When  dark-ness  o  -  ver  -  came  the  day,  And 
We  seem  to  hear  a  -  gain  her  voice.  So  long  re-membered,  clear  and  sweet,  As 
On  man  -y  snow  -  y  win-  try  nights,  When  all  with-out  was  cold  and  drear,  We've 
To    them  we  owe    our  hap  -  py  homes;  Praise  be     to  God  who  reigns  a -bove,  For 


all  is  lost  with  -  in  the  mist     That  hides  the 
dreami  -  ly,  as  child-  ren  will.  We'd  watch  the 
when,  in  days  of  long  a  -  go.    We     sat  at 
clustered  close  around  her  chair,  In  hap  -    pi  - 
keeping  ev-  er  bright  and  clear  The    les  -  sons 


by  -  gone  years,  Some  strains  there  are  that 
shad  -  ows  play;  And  sitting  by  the 
moth  -  er's      feet;  And  gaz-ing  upwards 
ness       and    cheer.  No  more  for  us  the 
learned    in     love.    Out  -liv-ing  sorrows 


r-r- 


:E=b: 


r 


I 


1 


lin  -  ger  still,  And  man 
glow  -  ing  fire.     As  to 

on  the  wall,  Where  dear 
glow  -  ing  fire,    No  more 

bear-ing    hope,  The  dear 


y  hearts 
and  fro 
■  est    fath  - 
the  crick- 


old  songs  have  al 


long  -  er  young  Are  thrilled  with  joy  a  - 
ket  -tie  swung,  We  learned  the  songs  we've 
er's    pic-  ture  hung.  We  thought  he  smiled,  for 
et's  chirp  -  ing  tongue,  And  nev-er  more  on 


no 
the 


:ji_c_ 


ways  clung,  And  nev 


er    can  the 


zEfi=t=z:t=:| 


# — 


Ritard. 
— K— N 


5 


gain  to  hear    The  hymns  that  moth-er  sung.*Sing,"From  ev'ry  stormy  wind  that  blovvs&c." 
always  loved  The  hymns  that  moth-er  sung.  Sing,"Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul,&c." 
he,  too,  loved  The  hymns  thai  moth-er  sung.  Sing,"Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me,  &c." 
earth  we'll  hear  The  hymns  that  moth-er  sung.  Sing,"  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed,  &c-" 
heart  for-  get    The  hymns  that  moth-er  sung.  Sing," Then  in  a  nobler  sweeter  song,  &c." 


r 


V- 


1 


±t 


*Use  the  Key  of  C  for  all  the  tunes.  (  i 
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96 


No.  7L 

Me8.  Kelly. 
Slow. 

fete 


Going  Down  to  the  Grave. 

Music  by  Geo.  Orbin. 


± 


5 


1.  Go-ing  down  to  the  grave,  with   no  hope      in      thy  heart,  That  thy 

2.  Go  -  ing  down  to  the  grave     in     the  black  -  ness    of   night,  No 

3.  No        God  and  no  hope,  where,  Oh !  where    is     thy  stay?  Thy 

4.  Thine    hours  of  gay  pleas  -  ure    e'er  long     will    be    o'er,  A 


m 


^^^^^ 


y  i  


sf 


God  will  re- ceive  thee  all  guilt  as  thou  art,  Life's  sun- shine  extinguished  M  ith 

star-beam  of  love  from  the  Fa  -  ther  of  light,  No     Saviour's  sweet  pres  ence  and 

Sav-iour  long  pleading  turns  not    j'et    a-way,  His     sad    eye  will  pit  -  y,  His 

dark  gulf  awaits  thee,  its  mad  wa-tersroar;  Too    late    thou  wilt  call    on  the 


r  -#  9—1   w  w— 


S 


fal  -  ter- ing  tread.  In  dark  -  ness  and  doubt  go  -  ing  down  to  the  grave, 
prom  -  ise  to  save:  A  stran  -  ger  to  God  go  -  ing  down  to  the  grave, 
strong  arm  can  save,  Why,  then,  in  thiite  own  strength  go  down  to  the  grave. 
Might-y     to  save,  When  thy  pray'r  shall  be  lost     in     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty's  grave. 


Chorus 


5 


J  !_ 


 S-Si  1- 


rit. 


O  !  turn  to  thy  God  Who  dwelleth  on  high,Come  trusting  His  word  And  thou  shalt  not  die. 


^^^^^^^^^ 


I      I  ^ 
Copyright,  1876,  by  Geo.  Orbin.   By  per. 


No.  72.  Don't  Care. 

Words  by  Rev.  T.  C.  Johwsow.  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


I 


i 


1.  There's  a  drunk  -  ard  in 

2.  Where'dthe  fel  -  low  get 

3.  How'd  these  fel  -  lows  get 

4.  Did  you  say  the  vot 
6.  Still     the  drunk- ard's  in 


the  gut  -  ter !    And    who    put    him    there  ? 

his  li  -  cense    To     make  drunkards?  where? 

the  right    to       Li  -  cense  such     a  snare? 

ers  did     it?     Put     these  fel  -  lows  there? 

the  gut  -  ter,     An  -  y  -  bod    -    y  care? 


^-T  N- 


There's    the      fel  -  low       o   -   ver     yon  -  der,     But        he      don't  care. 


Of  -  lice  hold  -  ers  gave     it  to  him, 

Vot  -  ers  put    them     in   -   to  of  -  fice, 

Yes,     the  vot  -  ers,  Chris  -  tian  vot  -  ers, 

Yes,     the  God     of  heav  -  en  se  -  eth, 


But  they  don't  care. 

But  they  don't  care. 

And  they  don't  care. 

And  He  hears  prayer. 


m 


Has     his    li  - 
Draw  their  pay 
Love  their  par  - 
Shame !  oh  shame 
He      will  stop 

 ^ 


cense,  mak  -  in'     mon  -  ey,  And       he  thinks   it     ver   -  y 
and  like     their   plac-es.    Keep     the  whis  -  key  men's  good 
ty,     get       ex  -  cit  -  ed,  Care      not  wheth  -  er    wrongs  are 

-  ful,  what      a     show-insfi  Chris  -  tians  do      this    reck  -  less 


His 
 #_ 


peo 


pie's  plun-der, 

 pt- 


He 


will 
— ^ 


cure 


this     stu  -  pid 


m 


fun  - 


Oh,    I      tell   you  he's  a 
Soil  their  souls  and  wash  their 
Nor  how  ma  -  ny  homes  are 
sow-ing — Keep  these  mur  -  der   mills  a 
blun  -  der,  Break  their  par  -  ty  chains    a  - 


ny; 

grac  -  es, 
right- ed, 


hon  -  ey, 
fac  -  es, 

blighted, 
go  -  ing, 
sun- der, 


But 

But 

No, 

And 

And 


he 
they 
they 
they 
then 


i 

don't  care, 
don't  care, 
don't  care, 
don't  care, 
they'll  care. 


SEES 


✓      i/     ✓      ✓     ✓  y 
Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  WnxiAMa. 


Choku 

8. 

d=1— 

Don 

•t  Care. 

1  N  :  s  r —  N  -i — ^ 

—4  .     t  k  ^  \—J  d 

— s— * — s- 

Don't    care,     don't  care, 

■0-            ■0-            -0-  •0- 

 ^2  0  J  0  

L_^_;  5       *        -J       *  *  ' 

Sink  -  ing    souls    in     dark     de  -  spair, 

- 

c—=h  

w  w  

^  h- 

t    r    t    f"    '  ^ — 

0  '      p        W  •      U        #       .  P        .0  ... 

-  /     1^    V — ^  i/  ■  r 

 .0         _         0         ^ —  — 

J — f=E 



Don't     care,       don't  care, 

-O-              •0-              ■0-  -0- 

1  *_i  0  0  9.  

Crush  -  ing   hearts    that    plead  i 
■0-  '      •0-       •#-  1 

n  prayer, 
0-  ■0- 

b=F  1 — =F — =^ 

 ^—1  9  ^  0  

WIF^      #             »             «  « 

 1:  ,  j  i  i  

-n^  A  -j  H— ^— ^  H^M— n  — n 

^Ezzif  s  g  fii^rig^  y-f^ — ^ — g — ^ — ^-_-_-=: ^> — 

Don't  care,  don't  care.    Scat  -  t'ring  ru  -  in    ev  -  'ry- where,  And  yet  don't  care ! 

-0-  •0-  -0-  -0-  ^T"^  ^  \  ^        ^     ,  M  ^ 

_^  1  1  1  i  , —  ,  0  ^  :5 — ^  — ,  ^1  m.  0 — 

 0  0  0  0  <P-^—0  0  h#  ^0  0  ^0  ;  \~  1  r  0  


No.  73.  Can  You  Catch  Them? 

BOUND  IN  THREE  PARTS. 


3 


W.  A.  Williams. 

=ivi:if5zi45: 


± 


Say,  can  you  catch  them  ?  Wil-y   pol  -  i  -  ti  -  cians  summersaulting,  dodg-ing 


1  V— K              0  »n 

mi  ^(__{^_U_>_L  1— U— 1  1 

0 — 0- 

issues  great  and  vast.  Catch  them  ?  no  never  catch  those  wily  politicians  summersaulting, 


a — — 0- 

y     ^     *            -1  1 

 L     -     «  ]  i__ 

— ^ — — ^  ^  1 

-> — — 1 



dodging  isfjues  great  and  vast.  Catch  them  ?  Xla  I  ha !  ha !  nwer,  never,  ha !  ha !  ha  I  never,  no ! 
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No.  74. 

H.  FOLLASD. 


The  New  Song." 


Southern  MeJody. 


m 


Chorus.  Very  slow  and  soft. 


m. 


Wait 


lit  -  tie       while,    Then     Ave'll    sing      the    New  Song; 


Fine. 


-N— T — 


Wait 


lit 


tie 


m 


while,     Then    we'll  sing 


the      New  Song. 


5; 


1 .  When  the  great    Ju  -  bi  -  lee    shall  come, 

2.  When  the  long  night     of     sin    shall  close, 

3.  When  sor-row,  pain     and  death    are  o'er, 

4.  Where  all  will   be       ini  -  mor  -  tal,  fair, 


Then 
Then 
Then 
Then 


we'll 
we'll 
we'll 
we'll 


sing 
sing 
sing 


the 
the 
the 
the 


New  Song ; 
New  Song ; 
New  Song ; 
New  Song ; 


-K  K  


End  ■with  Chorus. 


And  Christ  shall  take  His  ransom'd  home, 
And  life's  fair  day  shall  end  our  woes, 
And  sighs  and  tears  shall  be  no  more, 
When  blood-washed  robes  are  ours  to  wear, 


r  *  ' 

Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song. 

Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song. 

Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song. 

Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song. 


Sing  this  and  the  next  Song  at  the  close  of  a  meeting,  without  stopping  between  ibem. 

100 


± 


No.  tS. 


We'll  Never  Say  Good-By. 


Mrs. 


"We  shall  never  say  *good-by'  in  heaven. 
E.  W.  Chapmax. 


-The  words  of  a  dying  Christian  woman. 

J.  H.  Tenney. 

^4- 


1.  Our  friends  on  earth  we  meet  with  pleasure,  While  swift  the  moments  fly, 
a.  How  joy  -  ful  is  the  thought  that  lingers,  "When  lov'd  ones  cross  death's  sea, 
3.  No  part  -  ing  words  shall  e'er   be  spok-en,  In   that  bright  land   of  flowers, 


Eft 


Yet  ev  -  er  comes  the  thought  of  sad-ness  That  we  must  say  good  -  by. 
That  when  our  la  -  bors  here  are  end  -  ed.  With  them  we'll  ev  -  er  be. 
But  songs  of  joy,    and  peace,  and  gladness.  Shall   ev  -  er  -  more  be  ours. 


Chorus. 


i 


We'llnev-er     say    good -by      in  heaven,  We'll nev  -  er  say  good  -  by,(good-by,) 


m 


1 


t — t 


Repeat  Chorus  pp. 


For    in    that  land   of      joy    and  song.  We'll  nev-er     say    good  -  by. 

-    .   -    .     .  '  ^  . 


Copyright,  1889,  by  John  J.  Hood.    From  "Words  of  Life,"  per.  of  John  J.  Hoot>. 
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No.  76. 


Words  by  P.  J.  Bull. 


Twisting  and  Turning. 

As  Snn^  bj  the  Silver  Lake  Qaartette. 


Mead  &  Chambers. 


1.  It    was  on 

2.  Now  this  man 

3.  There  is  that 


Iv 
of 
big 


sign  on  a  coun 
the  shop  was  a  turn 
con  -  ven  -  tion    that  planes 


4.  There's  the  State    Leg  -  is    -    la  -  ture,     and    Con  -  gress 


try  -  man's  shop, 
er  by  trade, 
off       its  planks 


less. 


tzf. 


m 


Standing  out  in  bold  let  -  ters,  un  -  ev  -  en 
And  his  la  -  dies  and  but  -  ter  -  bowls  sold  far 
To  please    both  church  mem  -  bers     and    brew  -  ers 


With 


high 


of  -  fi 


i 


V— 


cials 


in 


plac 


es 


and 
and 
of 
so 


queer ; 
near, 
beer, 
dear. 


But   I    read  and 

But  his  sign's  in 

In           or    -  der 

They  are  just  cov 


re 
de 
to 
ered 


read,  as        I  came 

mand  far  -  ther  yet 

hold  ev  -   ery  sort 

up  with  this 


to 
I'm 
in 
of 


Its 
dis 


stop, 
fraid, 
ranks ; 
tress, 


"Ail  kinds 

"All  kind« 

"All  kinds 

"All  kinds 


of 
of 
of 
of 


twist  -  mg 
twist  -  ing 
twist  -  ing 
twist  -  ing 


and 
and 
and 
and 


turn  -  ing 

turn  -  ing 

turn  -  ing 

turn  -  ing 


done  here." 

done  here." 

done  here." 

done  here." 


By  permission  from  T^e  Voice. 
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CHORVfi. 


Twlstlnff  and  Turning. 

^ 


Twist       -       -       -       ing      and  Turn        -        -  ing, 
Twist  -  ing      and   Turn  -  ing,     yes,    Twist  -  ing,     and    Turn  -  ing,  While 

_4r  f  %  T  *  J=  £■  


such 


the  sign 


to 


be 


read      all      the  year, 


kinds 


of 


twist 


ing 


and 


turn 


ing 


done 


here." 


5  There  are  even  Church  papers,  and  ministers,  too, 
Who  try  on  two  horses  to  ride  and  to  steer ; 
'Twixt  gospel  and  license  they've  all  they  can  do, 
"All  kinds  of  twisting  and  turning  done  here."- 


Cho, 


6  I  see  some  are  twisting  and  turning  to-night. 

Because  of  God's  message,  so  loud  and  so  clear ; 
Well,  twist  from  old  parties,  and  turn  to  the  right ! 
••Ail  kinds  of  twisting  and  turning  done  here." — Cho* 
103 


No.  77, 

i 


My  Boy  and  My  Wife. 

Words  and  Music  by  C.  11,  Meai>. 

 H\  -N  N  N  S  


1.  There's  a   bless  -  ed      lit  -   tie    worn  -  an      in       a  home 

2.  There's  a     traf  -  fic,     old      and    dead  -  ly,      in      the  land 
S.  As      I      love    my   home    and    dear  ones,     I      will     nev  - 


I  know, 
to  -  day, 
er  vote, 


m 


— Nj — N — N  ^  ^ 


■is 


And  a  hap  -  py  lit  -  tie  bright-eyed  boy  ;  They  are  mine,  don't  you  see, 
That  is  spread-ing  e  -  vil  far  and  near;  It  would  drag  down  my  boy, 
To      per-pet  -  u  -  ate   this    gi  -  ant  strong;  I      will  vote,  I    will  pray, 


E 


r 


I 


^  ^  ^  i=zz:f=:{:zg-Ez: 

They  are  all  the  world  to  me,  A  nev  -  er  -  end  -  ing  source  of  joy. 
It  would  rob  my  wife  of  joy.  And  ru  -  in  all  I  hold  so  dear. 
I      will  work  both  night  and  day,     To    ov  -  er  -  throw  this  dead  -  ly  wrong. 


Oh,  my  boy  andmy  wife,  I'll  de-fend  with  my  life,  I  will  bat-tie  formyhomeso  dear ; 


I  will  fight  while  I  pray,  I  will  la-bor  day  by  day,To  ush-er  in  the  ju  -  bi-lee  year. 


9 

r 

f— 1 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
104 


No.  78. 


The  Deacon's  Calf. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Williams. 


1  A     dea-con  once,  the 

2  The  calf  got  hun-gry- 

3  And  when  it  spout- ed, 

4  He  took  the  calf  then 


sto  -  ry  goes,  Dress'din  his    fin -est    Sun  -  day  clothes, 
~  all  calves  do — And  almost  knocked  the  buck-et  through 
like    a  whale,  Two-thirds  the  milk  of    that  whole  pail 
by    the  head,  And,  slipping  out  an    oath,    he  said, 


i 


3^? 


One  Sabbath  morn,and  took  his  staff  And  milk,  to  feed  his  lit  -  tie  calf. 
Then  blew  its  victuals  up  his  sleeve,  — It  made  him  mad  you  might  be  -  lieve. 
O'er  all  hisclothes,the  best  he  had,  You  bet  -  ter  say  that  he  was  mad. 
"But  for  re  -  lig  -  ion     in   my  heart,  I'd  shake  your  measly    joints     a  -  part!' 


I 


2? 


^ — r— 


Chorus. 


n  -N-r— I  ^-|  ^  S  p.  N 

gz-rr^rirt:,.  g  *      # — t — s       w  s     —m — t — w  #- 

Ha !    ha !  'Twould  make      a       mon  -  key, —  ha !     ha !      ha ! 


ha!  ha! 


1 


'Twould make  a    mon  -  key  laugh.  To    see      the    dea  -  con   feed  his  calf. 


I 


iNo.  79.  The  Prohibition  Calf. 

Tune.— "The  Deacon's  Calf." 
1  Republicans,  with  license  chaff. 
Approached  the  Prohibition  calf. 
"You've  fed  me  this  for  quite  a  while," 
Replied  the  calf  with  half  a  smile. 
Chorus. 

Ha!  ha!  ^Twould  make  a  monkey, — 
Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 
'Twould  make  a  monkey  laugh. 
To  see  old  parties  feed  that  calf. 


Low  license,  in  the  North ;  no  good, 
It  must  have  Prohibition  food. 

3  Another  party  brought  a  pail, 

With  postage  stamps  all  o'er  the  bail. 
'Twas  filled  with  whiskey,  marked  U.  S. 
The  calf  did  not  partake,  I  guess. 


2  The  Democrats,  down  in  the  South, 
Put  Local  Option  in  its  mouth ; 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A 
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The  Prohibs  fed  it  good  rich  milk ; 
Its  hair  grew  slick  as  finest  silk. 
It  soon  became  quite  large  and  fat, 
And  "got  there"  I  can  tell  you  that. 
Williams. 


No.  80.        You  Cannot  Cough  Me  Down. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  WiLLiuii. 

1.  I'm       a    Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion  -  ist,     Oh,     you  .can  -  not  *cough  me  down; 

2.  I'm       a    Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion  -  ist,     Oh,     you    can  -  not  *hiss  me  down ; 

3.  I'm       a    Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion  -  ist,     Oh,     you   can  -  not*sneezeme  down; 

✓  1/ 


'^    15    i'"    li  1 

s  s 

i  s 

^    It:  1 

 -f— 

— ^  0  0-1  S  0  

We    will   need  your    cof  -  fin  most,  When  we  put  you    un  -  der-ground ; 

I     will   vote  the     tick  -  et,  too,      If     I  have  to     paint  the  town. 

Once  the    Rep.  was    on      his  knees,  He    has  since  been  on     his  crown. 

(his  sneeze,) 


Down   up  -  on   your   face  you'll  lie,    (We    can't  trust  you     on    your  backs), 
And     my  conscience  shall    be  heard,  When  I      cast    my     bal  -  lot  in, 
Dems  were  nev  -  er    known  to  pray    Save     up  -  on    their    country's  good ; 


\tr  ^    ^     1?     ^     ^  r 

i  Lest    you  rise     a  -  gain  some  day      To     op  -  pose     us    with     a  tax. 

j  Nev  -  er,  nev  -  er     shall    it     go      To      en  -  cour  -  age     an  -  y  sin. 

None  need  say  they're  for    the  wrong,  It       is       al  -  ways    un  -  der- stood. 

&iLj^^^=±^=^=iy=^i=t:  >^^-=±zi  i_Z3 

♦  Cough,  hiBS  and  sneeze  respectively,  while  some  one  sings  first  two  lines 
Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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Cbo&vs. 


You  Cannot  Cough  Mo  Down. 


1 


You  may  greet  us  with  a  smile,  You  may  greet  us  with  a  frown ; 
— —  ft_i — ft  ^.  — — ft  ^  £ — ft  ft — 


No.  81.  Chopping. 


ROUND  IN  THREE  PARTS. 

W.  A.  Williams. 

2. 


V  K 

-#  ^ 

m 

 S-\ — N  ^  N — \ 

We    are  chopping 

-0^1 — — ^ — ^tt 

 #  = 

1  ^  

at   the  whis-ke 
3. 

y 

» 

tree;  CI: 
f  f 

lop,  chop 
f 

,  chop 
f 

chop,  chop,  chop,  chop, 
r::: — —^  ii 

i  '^~\- 

chop,  chop,  chop,  chop,  chop,      Chop,  chop,  chop,  chop,  chop,  chop,  chop,  chop,  chop,  chop. 


No.  82. 


Oh,  Lookee,  Lookees  Look  I 


"Words  by  Rev.  T.  C.  Johnson. 


Music  by  W,  A.  Williams. 


go 

de 

peo  - 

pie 

a 

cis  - 

in' 

rights 
Chris  - 

dat's 

con 

goes 

the 

tians, 

a 

ob 

de 

Lord, 

dey's 

en 

wid 

de 

men 

dat 

up 

as 

soon 

as 

de 

Mef  - 

0  - 

dists, 

who 

ap 

vote  1 

-ight 

in 

wid 

de 

mersed 

down 

deep 

in 

de 

■0- 

march 
ferred 
march  ■ 

list  - 
hold 

'lec  - 
pear 
liq  - 
worst 


■  in 
up 

mg 
ed 
de 
tion 
so 
uor 
ob 


 N- 

 s- 

■w 

— ^=3 

to 

f  Via 

me 

poles, ") 

-  on 

deir 

souls,  J 

in 

de 

rear, 

in 

His 

cause,  > 

li  - 

cense 

laws,  j 

day 

am 

here, 

might 

-  y 

good ;  ^ 

bro  - 

der  - 

hood,  j 

filth 

-  y 

pools, 

And  a 
By  de 
Which  don' 

To  con  - 
Seems  to 
Help  de 

Dey  is 
And  dat' 
And  a  - 


< 

put- tin'  in 
lib  -  er  -  ties 
t  seem  to  'cord 


de    bal-lots  for  deir 
and  laws  ob  dese  U 
at    all    wdd  deir  pro 


tend  for  truth  and  jus-tice  and  so  • 
be    de     ver  -  y    rank-es'  im-pro  - 
par  -  ties  dat    de     liq  -  uor  fel  -  lers 

sing- in'  and     a  shout- in'  hal  -  le  - 
s  mix-in'   up    re  -  lig  -  ion  might- y 
hold- in'  close  com-mu-nion  wid  de 


can  -  di- dates, 


bri  -  e 


ty; 


lu  -  jah,  sah; 


ni  -  ted  States, 
fes-sion,  sah. 

(Go  to  Chorus.) 

pri  -  e  -  ty. 
dom  -  i  -  nate. 

(Go  to  Chorus.) 

curi  -  ous,  sah. 
whis  -  key  men. 

(Go  to  Chorus.) 


But  dar 
For  what 
See  dein 


go 
am 
Bap 


de  men 
de  use 
tis   -  es. 


am 


what 

ob  a 
dey's  so 


bloat  -  ed 
pray  -  in' 
strict  a 


wid 
all 
bout 


de 
de 
de 


✓         ✓         >        >^         ✓  ✓ 

Copyright,  1892,  by  W.  A.  Williams. 
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beer, 
year, 
rules, 


Oh,  Lookee,  Lookee,  Look  I 

__s  IS  

-»  #,  N-  


March-ing  in  de  front  ob  de  great  pro  -  ces  -  sion,  sah; 
To  de  -  stroy  de  traf  -  fic  we  all  a  -  bom  -  i  -  nate, 
Dey   won't    hold    com  -  mu  -  nion    wid      Chris  -  tian    bred  -  e   -  ren, 


I — zip  ^zzxzr. 


Chorus. 


Oh,    look  -  ee,  look  -  ee,  look  -  ee,  look ! 

Oh,     lookee,lookee,lookee,lookee,  lookee,lookee,lookee,lookee,  lookee,lookee,lookee, lookee, look ! 


EE 


^-^  ✓-V  ■  iZ-V-V— 1>- 
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Jes'  look    at     dem    Chris  -  tian  men  a 


foUerin'      in     de     rear,    And  a 


S3 


i 


1=1 


£3 


walk  in' right  along  on  de     old  whiskey  planks,  Jes'  vot  -  in' same  tick- et  wid  de 


de 


-fi  -N  s  K  K  K-r---^  ^  ^  ft  ft  ft-r-^^'^  ft  N  

whiskey  and  de  beer,  When  dey  ought  to  march  a  -  long    in    de  front  ob    de  ranks. 
^    ^    ^    ^    ^       ^    ^   ft  ^ 

4  Dara  de  Presbyterians dom  sticklers  for  deir  creed;  6  Brederen,  bredoron,  come  outen  ob  dem  ranks; 

Boastof  moral  stamina,  and  greatest  culchah,  suh;  March  along  de  highway  ob  religious  principle, 

Sallin'  'long  behind,  wliar  de  politicians  lead,  Better  jine  right  in  wid  de  Prohibftion  cranks, 

To  do  carrion  ob  de  filthy  liquor  vulchah,  sah.  In  an  army  dat  will  prove  itself  invincible. 

And  de  'Piscopalians.  who  claim  de  closes'  kin  Sojcre  ob  de  Lord  mnst  be  marchin'  on  before — 

Wid  de  'Postles  in  the  line  of  deir  succession,  sah,  Must  be  setting  a  'sample  to  the  sinner  men ; 

Eeepin'  in  de  line  ob  de  liquor  traflac'a  sin,  Den  de  ballots  fired  in  de  mighty  battle  roar 

Marchin'inde  very  iaii  6b  de  procession,  sah.  Soon  will  make  de  Probibitiomsts  de  winner  meo. 
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No.  83.     Good  News,  the  Chariot's  Coming. 


From  "Hampton  and  its  students." 

Chorus. 
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Good 
1^  \^  

news, 

1 

the  ( 

3har  - 

iot's 
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com-ing,  good 
|N 

news, 

1 

A.  •• 

the 
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Good  news,  Good  news, 


Good  news, 


char-iot's    com-ing,    good  news,  the     cha  -  riot's  com-ing,  I 

Good  news, 


 K— 

r. 

^ 

 #  

^  ] 
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 ^  

^  

— 

don't 

want 
,^ 

her 

leave 

a 

— # 

me 

be  - 

hind. 

Going 

to 

 #  

 0  
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— #  

 ^  
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j          ride       up       in       the     char    -    i    -    ot,       Car   -   ry        me  home. 

 ^ —  ] 

  ■'       ■■ '  ■■■■ 
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Good  News,  the  Chariot's  Coming. 
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Ride      up        in        the      char   -    i     -  ot, 

car   -    ry       me  "  home. 
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And 

I 

don't  want 

her 

leave 

a 
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me 

-  r 

be  - 

hind. 
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2  There's  a  long  white  robe  in  the'heaven,  I  know, 
Long  white  robe  in  the  heaven,  I  know,*  etc., 
There's  a  golden  crown  in  the  heaven,  I  know. —  Cho 


3  There's  a  golden  harp  in  the  heaven,  I  know, 
Golden  harp  in  the  heaven,  I  know,  etc. 

There's  silver  slippers  in  the  heaven,  I  know. —  Cho. 

4  Board  the  Prohibition  chariot, 

It  is  bound  for  Washington,  I  know. —  Cho. 

5  Many  thousands  more  will  join  us  soon. 
We  are  bound  to  kill  the  vile  saloon. —  Cho. 

6  The  Republicans  will  then  get  left, ' 

And  the  Democrats  of  votes  bereft. —  Cho. 

7  We  are  riding  into  power,  I  know,^ 
Victory's  nearing  ev'ry  hour,  I  know. —  Cho. 

*In  repeating  these  lines,  omit  first  two  syllable*. 
Ill 


INDEX  TO  TITLES. 


Allow  me  to  move  a  vote 

of  Thanks   69 

A  million  votes  iu  '93   53 

A  mother's  boy   30 

An  incident  true   4 

Better  fire  this  gun   46 

Beware  of  the  fire   II 

Can    a    boy   forget  his 

mother?   18 

Can  you  catch  them   73 

Can  you  do  it  without  sin?  17 

Chopping   81 

Christ  is  all   81 

Come,  boys,  let  us  cut  him 

down   61 

Come,  sinner,  to  Jesus..  37 

Courage,  brother  1   26 

Cover  them  over   41 

Cranks   49 

Don't  care   73 

Don't  give  it  your  vote..  60 

Don't  let  the  women  vote  14 
Don't  mix  your  politics 

and  religion   58 

Don't  say  it  is  none  of 

your  business   16 

Down  in  the  licensed  sa- 
loon  67 

Cret  there,  boys   15 

God  help  me  here  to  stand  7 

Going  down  to  the  grave  7 1 
Good  news,  the  chariot's 

coming   83 

Happy  children   3 

He  rose  from  the  dead ...  65 

INDEX 

A  deacon  once,  the  Btory  goes.  78 

A  little  farm  well  tilled   6 

A  mother's  boy  has  wandered  30 

And  it  came  to  pass  in  the  days  28 

An  enemy  strong  in  Nation..  57 

As  through  the  changing   70 

Behold  the  day  of  i)romi8e....  35 

Can  a  boy  forget  a  mother's, .  18 

Can  you  vote  for  license   17 

Come,  help  with  vote  and....  53 

Come,  sinner,  to  Jesus   37 

Cover  them  over  with   41 

Dar's  a  big  whiskey  tree   61 

Don't  you  hear  the  cry  of  tlie  62 

Fall  and  winter,  spring   5 

Going  down  to  the  grave   71 

Good  news,  the  chariot's.  ...  83 

Happy,  happy  children   3 

Have  you  heard  the  news   43 

He  rose,  he  rose   65 

He  that  biddeth  him   12 

I'd  rather  be  dumb   22 

I  entered  once  a  home  of  care.  21 

If  a  party  you  know   60 

If  you'll  listen  I'll  tell  you...  4 

I  had  a  long  talk   64 

I  have  been  to  the  city.   24 


He   that   biddeth  him 
God  speed   1» 

I  need  thy  pardon.  Lord .  9 

Keep  sweet   44 

Keep  the  ball  a  rolling; !.  33 

Levi   43 

Licensed   1 

Lillie  of  the  snow-storm.  10 

Make  it  count   48 

My  boy  and  my  wife   77 

My  mother's  grave   54 

Nothing  but  clay   87 

No  wife  at  all   6 

Oh,  how  sweet  at  Jesus' 

feet   80 

Oh,  lookee,  lookee,  look.  83 

Our  little  darUng   3 

Perishing!  Perishing!...  40 
Put  the  enemy  down   57 

Reciprocity  James   8 

Somebody's  boy   36 

Speed  thee.  Prohibition.  45 

Tekel   88 

Tell  them  we  are  coming  59 

The  answered  prayer. ...  13 

The  barnyard  conference  31 

The  broken  pinion   38 

The  chestnut  bell   56 

The  cranks  are  out  that 

day  ,   68 

The  cranks  of  to-day   88 

TO  FIRST 

I'll  never  vote  for  revenue   7 

I'm  a  Prohibitionist   80 

I  need  thy  pardon,  Lord   9 

I  see  a  glad  November   68 

Is  it  none  ^f  your  business....  16 

I  walked  in  the  woodland   32 

It  was  only  a  sign  on  a   76 

Licensed  to  make  the  strong. .  1 

Men  are  thinking   26 

My  own  darling  boy   27 

Now,  dar  go  de  people   82 

Of  all  the  great  evils  around. .  50 

Of  a  sympathetic  creature. ...  8 

Oh,  brother  with  your   58 

Oh,  gently  blow  thou   54 

Oh,  hear  the  tolling  of  the   23 

Oh,  the  "practical"   19 

Once  there  was  held  a  big   69 

Our  friends  on  earth  we  meet.  75 

Out  in  the  world  away  from. .  36 

Perishing!  perishing!   40 

Republicans,  with  license  chaff  79 

Ring  out!  ring  out  a  mighty..  11 

Say,  can  you  catch  them   73 

Bee !  see  1  the  gleam  of  light. .  45 

Soft  fell  the  mother's   13 

Soon  they'll  reach  the  dead  .  42 


The  deacon's  calf   78 

The  dead  line   43 

The  drunkard's  wife   34 

The  good  time  coming..  35 

The  grand  break   63 

The  hymns  that  motlier 

sung   76 

The  middle  of  the  King's 

Highway   39 

The  new  song   74 

The  **practical"  temper- 
ance man   19 

The  Prohibition  calf   79 

The  temperance  ball   50 

The  tolling  bells   33 

Throw  out  the  line   53 

Twisting  and  turning   76 

Uncle  Sam  a  drummer. . .  5 

Vote  the  ticket  straight.  47 

Weak  back-bone   85 

We  get  together,  once  a 

year    56 

We  will  work  for  your 

boy   34 

Who'll  lend  a  hand?   38 

We'll  never  say  good-by.  75 

We'll  vote   66 

Who  will  greet  me  first 

in  heaven   63 

Ton    better    quit  your 

meanness   51 

You   cannot  cough  me 

down   80 

You  can't   64 

You  never  can  do  it. .... .  89 

LINES. 

The  cranks  are  dying  out   55 

The  liquor  traffic  who  wilK .. .  29 

There's  a  battle  in  our  land..  47 

There's  a  blessed  little  woman  77 

There's  a  drunkard  in  the....  72 

There's  a  resting  place  I  know  20 

There  once  was  held  a   31 

To  his  home,  his  once  white..  10 

Those  temperance  men  do  all.  14 

Vote  the  ticket  every  time. ...  48 

Wait  a  little  while  4  74 

We  are  chopping  at  the   81 

We  are  coming,  license   15 

We  belong  to  the  army  of. . . .  49 

We  have  buried  our  own   2 

We  have  started  in   62 

We'll  vote,  we'll  vote   66 


When  asked  about  the  crop..  25 

"When  the  conference  met  in..  46 

When  the  pearly  gates  8ha!l..  59 

Where  is  my  wandering  boy.  67 

We  will  work  to  save  from...  84 

We've  entered  in  this  fight...  39 

While  waging  the  battle  for..  44 

Who'll  lend  a  hand,  to  deliver  38 

Who  will  greet  me  first  in....  63 

You  better  quit  your   61 

You'll  find  it  out  we've  come.  33 

You  work  and  talk  against...  56 


19. 


SONG  OF  COURAGE. 


Eev.  CHAS.  H.  RICHARDS,  D.  D. 
^  Spirited. 


D.  B.  TOWNER. 


'wf— 


f  Hear  the  roy-  Jil  suimnons,  Gird  you  for  tlie  figlit;  'Gainst  the  powers  of  darkness 

t  Fear  not  you  the  con-fiict,  On  to  victory  go;  [Omii  

2   f  \Vl)en  the  hosts  are  r.'iUied,  Dare  your  Lord  confess;  Dare  to  bear  your  witness 
t  When  your  Captain  calls  you,  Forward  dare  to  go;  {Omit  


March  the  sons  of  Light. 

 ]    You,  with  Christ  as  Helper,  No  de-feat  can  know. 

0th  -  er  hearts  to  bless. 

 ]  When  the  Tempter  tries  you.  Dare  to  answer, "No." 

qV^^I  r--  P  5  rr-a  •  1  3  5  S  3-rl  *  

 #. 


-» — It — *- 

Dare  to  do  your  duty,  And  stand  for  the  right,  Dareobey  the  Master's  word  And 


walk 


in  the  light,  Dare  o-bey  the  Master's  word  And  walk  in  the  light. 


3  Armed  with  Christ^s  own  spirit, 
Strike  at  every  wrong; 
Think  not  of  your  weakness, 
He  will  make  you  strong. 
Shrink  not,  then,  from  danger. 

Bravely  bear  the  cross ; 
Christ  will  turn  to  blessing 
All  your  seeming  loss. 

Copyright.  1891,  by  the  Hoffman  Music  Co. 


Hear  the  royal  promise, — 

Victory  is  sure; 
Wrong  shall  be  defeated, 

Right  shall  reign  secure. 
March  we  on  with  courage, 

Help  to  save  the  world; 
Be  this  conquering  banner 
O'er  all  lands  unfurled. 


22. 


Hope  of  the  World. 


W.  A.  W 


Neither  is  there  salvation  in  any  other." 

W.  A.  WILLIAMS.   By  per. 


\  1 

 N  

- 

' — 

 S 

'  # 

— J— # 

Lost      1.  Far  from  my  God     I'm  wand'ring   to  -  day,   Darkness  and 
Yielding.  2.  Tired  of  my    wan-d'ring,  wea  -  ry     of     sin,    Je  -  sus,  I 
Saved.    3.  Hope  of  the   world,  0    Sav  -  ior,  my    trust,  Love  thee  I 


1^1  -5-       1^         ^  ^ 

death  o'ershadow  my   way;  Bear-ing  a  load    of  sorrow  and 

yield,  0  Sav-ior,  come  in ;     Thou  art  my  hope,  to  thee  would  I 

will,  yes,  love  thee  I    must ;  Joy   of  my  heart,  thee  will  I  a- 


PS 


-# — ^ 


\    if        )j  u 

CHORUS. 


EE 


-#-7- 


woe,  Hopeless  and  lost,      to  whom  shall  I     go  ? 

flee,     Sav  -  ior  of    men,  have  mer-cy  on    me.     Hope  of  the 

dore,     I    am  thy   child,    I'll  wander  no  more. 


-N — N — N-i — 1^  ,  I  K — s — hr-i — V 
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world,  .  .  Redeemer  of  men !  Tell  me  that  sto  -  ry  a- 
Hope  of  the  world,  - — -  Tell  me  that  story 

t:  t:  tif^  t:'t:  t:  t:  t:  t- ±  t: 
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is 


EE 
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gain  and  a  -  gain  ;  How  the  Re  -  deem       -       er   suffered  for 

How  the  Re-deemer 
'   '  jt — • — »- 


l2± 


0  t  u 


By  per.  W.  W.  Whitney,  owner  of  Copyright 


Hope  of  the  World.  Concluded. 


1 

me,      Suffered  and  died,    .    .    .      my  Sav-ior  to  be. 
Suffered  and  died, 


0- 

1  [— 
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Holy  Manna. 


Arr.b 

H — 1— , 
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,    ("Brethren,  we  have  met  to  worship,  And  a-dore  the  Lord  our  God ;  1 
\  Will  you  pray  with  all  your  pow-er,  While  we  try  to  preach  the  word?  j 
D.  C.  Brethren,  pray,  and  ho-ly  man-na  Will  be  showered  all  a-round. 
2  j  Brethren,  see  poor  sinners  round  you,  Slumb'ring  on  the  brink  of  woe!  \ 
*  I  Death  is  com-ing,  hell  is  mov-ing,  Can  you  bear  to  let  them  go?  J 
C.  Brethren,  pray,  and  ho-  ly  man-na  Will  be  showered  all  a-round. 


^  ^^^^ 


-0-0- 


1  I 

1    i  III 
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All  is  vain  un-less  the  spir  -  it  Of  the  Ho  -  ly  One  come  down ; 
See  our  fathers,  see  our  mothers,  And  our  children  sinking  down  ; 


I  ♦  *  ♦  i  ±i  ^  ♦ 


4=t: 


3  Brethren,  here  are  poor  backsliders, 

Who  were  once  near  heaven's  door ; 
But  they  have  betrayed  their  Savior, 

And  are  worse  than  e'er  before. 
Yet,  the  Savior  offers  pardon, 

If  they  will  lament  their  wound. 
Brethren,  pray,  and  holy  manna 

Will  be  showered  all  around. 


4  Let  us  love  our  God  supremely ; 

Let  us  love  each  other  too ; 
Let  us  love  and  pray  for  sinners, 

Till  our  God  makes  all  things  new. 
Then  he'll  call  us  home  to  heaven. 

At  his  table  we'll  sit  dowm  ; 
Christ  will  gird  himself  and  serve  us, 

With  sweet  manna  all  around. 


25, 


MY  MOTHER'S  HANDS. 


Mrs.  M.  E.  W. 

Slow  and  with  grreat  expression. 


—  v-K 

— A-H  \-  Or — 


Mrs.  M.  E.  WILLSON.  by  per. 
Sister  of  the  late  P.  P.  Bliss. 
-N— N— N- 


1.  Oh,  those  beautiful,  beautiful  hands!  Tho'they  neither  were  white  nor  small, 

2.  Oh,  those  beautiful,  beautiful  hands!  How  they  cared  for  my  infant  days! 

3.  Oh,  those  beautiful,  beautiful  hands!  Asthey  pressed  my  aching  brow, 

4.  Oh,  those  beautiful,  beautiful  hands!  Thin  and  wrinkled  with  age  they  grew; 

5.  Oh,  those  beautiful,  beautiful  hands!  I  stood  by  her  colFin  one  day, 

6.  Oh,  those  beautiful,  beautiful  hands!  I  shall  clasp  them  again  once  more, 


:ar^  qzz:z=rgzi=ijz 
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Yet  my  moth-er's  hands  were  the  ftiirest      And  love-li-est  hands  of  all. 
They  guided  my  feet  into  pleasant  paths.  And  smoothed  all  the  rugged  ways. 
They  cooled  the  fever  and  eased  the  pain;  Me-thinks  I  can  feel  them  now. 

But  still  they  toiled  on  for  the  child  so  dear,  And  her  love  seemed  more  tender  and  true. 

And  I  kissed  those  hands  so  cold  and  white,  As    qniet  and  peaceful  she  lay. 

As  my  feet  touch  the  bank  of  the  heav'nlyland;  We  shall  meet  on  that  shining  shore. 


My  mother's  dear  hands,  her  beautiful  hands,  Which  guided  me  safe  o'er  life's  sands, 


:t:=t:: 


I  bless  God's  name  for  the  mem'rv  Of  mother's  own  beautiful  hands. 


P 
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28       WONDROUSLY  REDEEMED. 

E.  A.  H.  Rev.  Elisha  a.  HornvTAN. 

>fe=l— .--K  ^— 


4^ 


1.  I  have  pre  -  cious  news   to     tell,     lial  -  le  -  lii  -  j ah!  Christ  has 

2.  It  was  Christ's  re  -  demp-tion- blood,   hal  -  le  -  lu-jah!  That  re- 

3.  I  have  found   a     pre  -  cious  friend,  hal  -  le  -  lu-jah!    On  whose 


!  ^ 


'i^     e  |P    ^  » 

come  with  me  to  dwell,  halle  -  lu-jah!  By  his  grace  and  pow'r  di-vine,  He  has 
stored  my  soul  to  God,  halle  -  lu-jah!  He  the  cleansing  stream  applied, Flowing 
help  I  can  depend,  halle  -  lu-jah!  Since  he  took  my  sins   a-Avay^  He  has 


_D.  aS.  joic  -  ing  night  and  day,  As  I 

Fine. 


changed  this  heart  of  mine.  And  he  whispers,  ' '  I  am  thine, ' '  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah ! 
from  his  wounded  side;    I    am  saved  and  jus  -  ti  -  fied,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah! 
taught  me  how  to  pray,  And  to     do  his  will  each  day,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah! 

.ft.  ^  If:  -fL 


walk  the  nar-row  way,  For   he  washed  my  sins  a  -  way,  hal-le  -  lu 
Chorus. 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  jah!  I'm  re-deemed! 

1  r  P;, 


-  jab! 
Oh,  so 


-0-  -9- 
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Hal- le -lu-jah!  I'm  redeem'd!  oh,  hal  -  le-lu  -  jah!  I'm  redeem'd; 

.f-  .0. 


m 


V  ^l:^  ^ 


oai,  so 
 p  ^ 


won 


drous-ly    re  -  deemed! 
s  I 


D.  S. 
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38 


THE  MIGHTY  MARCH 


I.  N.  McHOSE. 


I/ 


1.  Conquering  God,    go  forth  in  grandeur,  Blessed  Christ,    as-sert  Thy  sway  ; 

2.  Towns  and    ci  -  ties,  land  and  o-cean,  Bannered  hosts   and  marshalled  men, 

3.  Prayer  is     an  -  swered.  Lo !  the  vic-tory  !  Highest  mount  and  deepest  glen, 

4.  Like  the  sound^    of  man-y  wa-ters  From  a    choir     ten  thousand  strong, 


Spir  -  it,  lift  the  peo-ple  Out  of  dark  -  ncss  in -to  day. 
Lift  the  blood-stained  standard  higher,  Shout  a-loud  the  great  amen. 
Roll  the  bles  -  sed  tid  ings  on-ward,  Jos  -  us  Christ  is  saving  men. 
Swells  the    ev  -  er  widening  glo-ry,  Swells  sal  -  va  -  lion's  sweetest  song. 


Chorus. 
Spread  the  an 


•»  #-T-#- 
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 an- 


them high  as  heav 


en,  Raise  the 

3-K- 


Spread  the  anthem  high  as  heav'n,  spread  the  anthem  high  as  heav'n,  Raise  the 


— 1-#3- 


jtt-zt: 

'/ — ■1'- 


grand  triumphal  arch. 


-y  p  5-- 

Make  way,  con  tinents  and 


>    y    >    ✓  I 

grand  triumphal  arch,raisethe  grand  triumphal  arch,  Make  way, continents  and  nations,  make  Tray, 

.t=t::t:=t:t=f=^T-^:q 
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tions. 
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contments  and 
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tions, 
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Truth  is 
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on 
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its 


I 

march. 


48. 

H.  L.  HASTINGS. 


On  the  Street. 


W.  A.  WILLIAMS. 


it 


On 
On 
On 
On 


the  street,  on 
the  street,  on 
the  street,  on 
the  street,  on 


and  fro  with 
I  walk  with 


m 


the  street,"  To 
the  street,"  Still 
the  street,"  Late  I  walk  with 
the  street,"  Might  I  here  a 


wea 
wea 


ry  feet; 
ry  feet; 
wea-ry  feet 
Sav  -  ior  meet  1 

#-3— ^— pjg— n 


Ach-ing  heart  and  ach-ing  head,  Homeless,  lack-ing   dai  -  ly  bread. 
Lone-ly  mid  the  cit-y's  din.  Sunk  in  grief  and  woe  and  sin; 
Oh,  that  this    sad  life  might  end,  Oh,  that  I  might  find  one  Friend 
From  the  bless-ed  far  -  off  years.  Comes  the  sto  -  ry     of   Iier  tears ; 


1 


n 
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Lost    to  friends  and  Joy  and  name.  Sold  to    sor-  row,  sin  and  shame : 
Far  from  peace  and  far  from  home.  No  one  car  -  ing  where  I  roam  ; 
One  who  would  not  from  me  turn.  Nor  my  pray'r  of  sor-row  spurn  ; 
Whose  sad  heart  with  sorrow  broke,  Heard  the  words  of  love  he  spoke— 


1 — rrr 


it 
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Wet  with  rain  and  chilled  by  storm,  Ruined,  wretched,  lone,  forlorn. 
No  kind  hand  stretched  forth  to  save,  No  bright  hope  beyond  the  grave. 
Oh,  that  I  that  Friend  could  see,  He  would  pity-ing  look  on  me. 
Heard  him  bid  her  anguish  cease,  Heard  him  whisper,  "Go  in  peace!' 


1  r- 


3 


"  On  the  street,  on  the  street,"  Still   I  wan  -  der   on  the  street. 


—  — il 
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64. 

M.  E.  B.  W. 


I 


Do  You  Remember? 

Mrs.  M.  E.  B.  WILSON.  By  per. 


1.  Do    you   re  -  mem  -  ber  the  dear      old       home,  A- 

2.  Do    you   re  -  mem  -  ber  the  warm    fire   -    side,  Where  the 

3.  Do    you    re  -  mem  -  ber  the  pray'r   at         night,  And  the 

4.  Do    you   re  -  mem  -  ber  your  poor  moth-er's  tears,  When  she 

5.  Do    you   re  -  mem  -  ber  the  let  -  ter  that  came,  Tell-ing 

6.  Will  you  give  heed    to  these  mem-'ries    to  -  day,  And 


mm 


way  back  in  childhood's  bright  days?  "Where  in  joy  and  de-light  we  had 
old  folks  sat  night  aft  -  er  night  ?  "With  the  bright  light  between,  and  what- 
old  father's  trem-u  -  ious  tone,  As  he  plead  for  the  boy  to  be 
bid  you  "  good-bye  "  at  the  door?  How  her  heart  ached  with  grief  and  fore- 
how  that  dear  mother  had  died  ?  And  while  dying,  she  prayed  God  to 
turn  to  the  Sav-ior,  your  friend  ?  Believe  him,  and  trust  him,  and 


i  I 


3^ 
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free-dom  to  roam,    And     rev  -  el     in  pure  gladsome  ways 
ev  -  er   be-tide,    Their   fac  -  es  were  hap  -  py  and 
guid  -  ed   a-right.    Just    leav  -  ing  the  hap  -  py 
bod    -    ing  fears,  For  the  boy  she  might  see  nev 
lead  her  boy  home  To  his  heav'n,  and  a  place  by 
serve  him  al-way,  HeTl^for-give  you,  and  save  to 


old 
er  ■ 
her 
the 


bright  ? 
lionie  ? 
more  ? 
side? 
end. 


J?  L  K  ^   :  K — N —  >^  ^s- 

(— fv— h — K  N  K-n 

__j  \  , 

-4 — ; — I  d — 

-tf — 0 — #  m-^ 

Do  you  re-member, 
4^        ^  4»- 

do  you  re-member 

^  V      A  ^ 
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vour  old 

liome? 
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We'll  Never  be  Sorry. 


W.  A.  \V 

Ten<l«%rJy. 


W.  A.  WILLIAMS. 


1.  We'll  nev-  er  be  sor  -  ry  for  kind  tender  words,  We  speak  to  the 

2.  Com  -  passion  and  pit  -  y   be-stow  up -on  all,    In  the  spirit  of 

3.  And  when,  at  the  end    of  our  earthly    ca-reer.  The  years  of  our 

^  ^    ^    ^    ^  ^ 
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fall  -  en  and  lost ;  We'll  nev-  er  re-gret  the  kind  deeds  that  we  do, 
Je  -  sus,  your  Lord,  Deal  kind-ly  with  those  who  in  weakness  may  fall- 
life  we  re  -  view.  Some  things  we  re-gret  may  bring  forth  the  hot  tear, 

^  f:  f:  - 


mf  ^ 


No    mat-ter  what  may  be  the  cost. 
The  smile  of  your  God,  your  re-  ward. 
But  not  the  kind  deeds  that  we  do. 


In  ten-derness  Christly,  the 
Oh,  do  not  speak  harshly  to 
God  grant  us  the  spir  -  it  of 

—pu-^^  ^  ^  ^  -tl^t-- 


— 


i 
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wayward  go  seek,  And  tell  them  that  Je-sus  will  save  ;  And  words  of  bright 
a  -  ny  one,  dear,  For  harsh  words  will  plague  you  at  last ;  Sometime  you'll  re- 
mer-cv  and  love  To  min-is  -  ter  comfort  and  iov,  The  presence  and 

f  f  f  -  es 


hope  and  en-coaragement  speak,  Ere,  hopeless,  tliey  sink  in  the 
gret  it,   mybrother,   I  fear,  When  time  for  con-  fes-sion  is 
aid    of  the  Heaven  -  Iv  Dove  To    lead  in  this  ho  -  ly  em  - 


grave 
past, 
ploy. 


15 
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We'll  Never  be  Sorry.  Concluded. 


We'll  never         be  sorry  for  kind       words  we  say ;    .  We'll 

We'll  never        be  sorry,  We'll  never  be  sorry  for  kind  words  we  say ; 


-f— f— f-^ 
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nev-er  be  sor  -  r^''  for  kind         deeds  we    do.    .    .  . 

We'll  never  be  sorry,  We'll  never  be  sorry  for  kind  deeds  we  do. 


70.         I  Can,  I  Wilt,  I  Do  Believe. 

fTo  be  used  with  any  C.  M.  hymn.) 

IstCho. — I'm  kneeling  at  the  mer-ey-seat,  I'm  kneeling  at  the  mer-cy-seat, 
2d  Oho. —  I   can,  I  will,  I    do  be-lieve,  I   can,  I  will,  I    do  believe, 


r-T-r  p 
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T/m  kneeling  at  the  mer  -  cy-seat.  Where  Je  -  sus  answers  pray'r. 
I     can,    I  will,     I    do    be-lieve  That  Je  -  sus  died  for  me. 


in 


72. 


E.  D.  MUND. 


THE  TRIED  AND  TRUE. 

"Many  shall  be  purified  and  tried."— Dan.  12  ;  10 


E.  LOB£NZ. 


mm 


In  the  le-gion  so  brave  is  your  name  enrolled,  The  Tried  and  Truel 
0  how  bless-ed  are  they  who  have  lost  all  fear!  The  Tried  and  True! 
Dai-ly  conflicts  will  strengthen  the  steadfast  heart.The  Tried  and  True ! 
O  -  ver  yon-der    is  gleaming  the  crown  of  life,    Ye  Tried  and  True ! 


^-4- 


-d-T-« — I- 
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Does  the  Lord  know  you  well  as  a  vet-'ran  bold  ?  Has  He  faith  iu  you? 
Who  with  faith  all  se-rene  see   the  foe  draw  near  They  shall  soon  sub-due. 
Ev-'ry  vict-'ry  will  courage  and  faith  im-part,  Give  new  pow'r  to  do. 
To  the  joy  of  that  rest  when  ye  end  your  strife  Christ  will  welcome  you. 


Chorus. 


fete: 


— ^ 


Are  yon  one    of     the  Tried  and    Trne  ?  Are  you 

Tried  and  True? 


-V  V' 
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one  of 
-it  ^. 


1= 


the  Tried  and    True?  In   the    bat -tie's  din 

^  Tried  and  True  ?_      .       _      .  _ 


1 


11^ 


are  you 


sure   to    win?  Are  vou    on«=*    of    the  Tried  and  True? 
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114       Don't  Throw  Your  Vote  Away. 

W.  A  W.  W.  A.  WILLIAMS,  Warnock,  O. 


1.  You  vote  a- gainst 

2.  And  if   you  vote 

3.  So     if   you  lose, 

4.  A    vote  for  God, 


.  yourprin-ci  -  pies, 
a-gainst  the  right, 
or   if   you  win, 

.    and  home  and  right, 


You 
You 
You 
Is 


~-J — J- 


You  vote  a-gainst 


Sri:: 


your  principles, 


throw  your  vote  a -way;  Your  triumph  then  .    .    .  is  your  de- 

throM'-  your  vote  a  -  way ;  Nomat-ter    if      ...  you  win  the 

throw  your  vote  a  -  way ;  Whene'er  your  vote  .    .    .  supports  a 

nev     -  er  thrown  a- way  ;  God  counts  the  votes,    .    .  cast  in  this 


ni)    u    J  J- 


Your  triumph  then 


mo  e  lis. 


feat, 
fight, 
sin, 
fight, 


You  throw  your  vote  a  -  way. 

You  til  row  your  vote  a  -  way.  Never  throw  your  vote  a 
You  throw  your  vote  a  -  way. 

And  none   are  thro  \vn  a- way. 

^  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 
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is  your  defeat, 


^  K  s  ^ 

way,  No  matter  what  they  say,  Just  keep  on 

voting  for  the  right ;  They  will  count  your  ballot 

t:  ,  ,  ,  ^  1t1ttit.t:t: 
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in.  In  the  day  that  we  shall  win,  Then  keep  on  voting  for  the  right 
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W.  A.  W. 


They  Voted  the  Same. 

(Dedicated  to  MRS.  CLARA  HOFFMAN.) 

W.  A.  WILLIAMS. 


i 


-0-      -0-      -if-      -0-  'f-  -0- 
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'  0  0  0  i  -0^ 

Dis  -  til  -  ler   and  dea  -  con  both  vot  -  ed   rum  bal  -  lots,  For 
"For,"  said  the  old    dea  -  con,  "I'm  not    yet  quite  will  -  ing  To 
Then  bish-op    and  brew  -  er,  and  cer  -  tain  -  ly    few  -  er  Can 
Like  birds  of      a    feath  -  er,  they  flocked  right  to  -  geth  -  er  And 


-P  j 


J  N  , 
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 N  ai  ^~l 
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 ^  4 

whis  -  ky  ruled  par  -  ties,  one  day ; 

throw  my  old    tick  -  et      a  -  way." 

have   a    more  op  -  pos  -  ite  trade, 

to      the   rum  traf  -  fic    lent  aid. 

•0-    ■0-    ■0-      ^     ^     ^   . 


They  vot  -  ed  the  same,  oh, 
4th  stanza. 

They  vot-ed  the  same,  no 


V- 
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what*  a  great  shame  !  Both  bal-lots  were  count-ed  for  rum  ;  No 
long  -  er      a  shame,  Both  bal  -  lots  were  count-ed     for    home;  No 


i 


-0  0- 


difference  we  see,  both  tickets  agree,  And  neither  is  counted  for 
difference  we  see,  both  tickets  agree,  And  neither  is  counted  for 


home, 
rum. 


•0-  -0-  -0-  ■0- 
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Next,  publican,  preacher,  saloon ist, 
school  teacher, 
All  cast  in  their  ballots  for  rum  ; 
Some  good  people  thundered  'gainst 
whisky,  then  blundered 
By  casting  their  votes  with  the  slum, 


>     >  y 

4  Their  error  discerning,  there  came  a 
great  turning, 
Good  men  got  together  at  last. 
Like  Christians    they    voted  for 
straight  Prohibition, 
And  won  with  the  ballots  tuey  cast. 
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The  Covenant  with  Death, 


Your  covenant  with  death  shall  be  disannulled,  your  agreement  with  hell 
W.  A.  W.  shall  notstand— ISA.  28 :  18.  W.  A.  Williams. 


,    r  What  concord  hath  the  Church  of  God  With  her  re  -  lent-less  foe  ?  ) 

•\And  will  she  aid  and  influence  lend  To  lead  her  sons  to  woe?/ 
2  f  What  part  have  we  with  those  who  lead  Oar  sons  to  death  and  hell  ?  i 

*  \  Shall    we    re-ceive  from  them  a  price,  And  li  -  cense  them  to  sell  ?  f 


I 


E 


Oh, 

L._^_  ^  0  0  0  0  1 

li  -  cense  is      a  league  with  hell, 

Oh, 

A 

li  -  cense  is  a 

«- 

-  0  .    0 — ^  '  P 
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cov  -  e-nant,     a     cov  -  e-nant  with  death, 
league  with  hell,  A    cov  -  e-nant  with  death,  A  covenant  with  death, 

'   t:    t:    t^'  tL  ti  tL  t.  t.  t^\-t.ti  t.  t. 

J  h  1  1  «  •  ,_!_----  


 «  r*-0    ^    ^   # — L  1  _^C^g^_J 

A  cov  -  enant  with  death ;  "It  shall  not  stand,  It  shall  not  stand." 

3  What  fellowship  hath  right  with  wrong,  4  Your  license  is  a  league  with  hell, 

Or  darkness  witli  the  light?  A  covenant  with  death. 

Shall  we  as  Christians  niarch  along  Which  disannulled  shall  surely  be; 

With  brewers,  in  this  fight?  Th'  agreement  shall  not  stand. 
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We'll  Stand  by  our  Colors. 


U.  H.  M. 


 ^v-^— N-H  ? 


Rev.  C.  H.  Mead,  D.  D 

3** 


1.  We've  run  up  our  flag,  our  banner  unfurled  For  God  and  truth  ;  we'll  conquer  the  world ; 

2.  When  rumsellers  come  and  offer  to  pay  A  license  to  rob  and  ruin  and  slay, 

3.  When  preachers  resolve  that  license  is  sin,  And  first  pray  it  and  then  vote  it  in/ 

4.  When  brewers  of  beer  and  preachers  who  preach,  One  ticket  will  vote  that  satisfies  each, 
^  ^  ^ 


jt — ^ 
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Though  legions  confront  us,  the  right  to  defy.  We'll  stand  by  our  colors  and  never  say  die. 
And  when  with  defiance  our  courage  they  try,  We'll  stand  by  our  colors  and  never  say  die. 
We'll  point  to  our  banner  and  wave  it  on  high,  We'll  stand  by  our  colors  and  never  say  die. 
To  that  kind  of  preaching  we'll  give  the  go  by,  We'll  stand  by  our  colors  and  never  say  die. 


^ 


y  ^  ^  ^ 

We'll  stand,    .    .     we'll  stand,    .  . 

We'll  stand  by  our  colors  and  never  say  die,  "We'll  stand  by  our  colors  and  never  say  die. 
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TOUCHING  INCIDENTS 

  AND   

Remarkable  Answers  to  Prayer 

  AS  RELATED  BY   

JOHN  wesi.e;y,       bishop  bowman,   s.  a.  keen, 

BISHOP  SIMPSON,      JOHN  KNOX,  A.  B.  EARI.E, 
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This  new  book  is  meeting  with  universal  favor. 

OYER  3,000  SOLD  IN  LESS  THAN  THREE  WEEKS. 

Read  a  few  of  the  good  things  said  about  it: 

Western  Christian  Advocate:  "It  is  simply  wonderful.  No  one  can  read  the  book 
without  having  his  faith  in  prayer  greatly  strengthened." 

Union  signal:  "Its  high  religious  tone,  its  fascinating  spirit,  and  the  high  rank  of 
its  contributors,  make  it  a  strong  faith  tonic  and  an  inspiration  to  prevailing  prayer." 

B.  Fay  Mills:  "A  wonderful  book— an  excellent  book." 

Chaplain  C.  C.  McCabe:  "This  book  will  remind  the  reader  that  there  are  Elijahs 
still  upon  the  earth." 

Bislxop  Win.  Taylor:  "  True  to  its  title." 

Bishop  Thomas  Bowman,  D.I>.,  LL.D. :  "  I  read  your  book,  '  Touching  Incidents 
and  Remarkable  Answers  to  Prayer,'  with  much  interest  and  spiritual  profit." 

Central  Congregationalist :  "Many  of  the  incidents  are  exceedingly  pathetic,  and 
can  scarcely  fail  to  stir  any  tender  heart  to  tears.  It  is  a  rich  mine  of  illustrations  for  a 
preacher,  and  deserves  to  be  in  every  minister's  library,  while  no  Christian  heart  can  fail 
to  be  deeply  interested  and  profoundly  stimulated  by  it  toward  faith  in  God." 

Methodist  Recorder:  "It  is  a  well-bound  book,  full  of  incidents  and  illustrations 
for  public  speakers,  and  will  encourage  every  reader  to  greater  faith  and  more  earnest 
prayer." 

Christian  Herald,  edited  by  T.  De  Witt  Talmage:  "Mr.  S.  B.  Shaw  has  done  a  wise 
thing  in  making  a  compilation  of  Notable  Answers  to  Prayer.  Such  incidents  encourage 
the  desponding  Christian  and  are  useful  to  Christian  workers  in  leading  their  hearers  to 
pray  for  themselves." 

Kev.  S.  A.  Keen,  D.  D.,  the  noted  evangelist:  "Having  feasted  my  own  soul  on 
'  Touching  Incidents  and  Remarkable  Answers  to  Prayer,'  by  Rev.  S.  B  Shaw,  I  desire  to 
commend  it  as  a  volume  full  of  inspiration  to  faith  and  encouragement  to  prayer.  He 
who  reads  it  will  believe  more  largely  and  pray  more  prevailingly  than  hitherto." 

Please  notice  also  a  few  words  from  those  who  have  sold  the  book : 

"  Your  book  is  the  best  seller  I  ever  handled."  "  I  have  shown  your  book  to  fourteen 
different  parties  and  sold  to  twelve."  "I  have  sold  nearly  one  hundred  with  but  very 
little  effort.  It  gives  the  best  of  satisfaction."  "  Sold  one  dozen  the  same  afternoon  I 
received  the  books."  "  I^eft  twenty  books  at  different  homes.  Called  again  and  eleven 
bought  one."  "Sold  eight  at  a  small  prayer-meeting."  "Never  succeeded  in  selling 
anything  before,  but  sold  seven  the  first  afternoon."  "  Sold  twenty-seven  in  four  days." 
"  vSold  sixteen  in  two  days."    "  Canvassed  one  day— sold  nine  books." 

The  Book  sells  itself.  Everybody  likes  it.  Exceedingly  interesting. 

If  you  wish  to  make  money  and  do  great  good,  circulate  this  book. 
One  copy  of  this  Book  and  of  "  Song  Jewels  "  or  '<  Silver  Tones,"  (boards),  by  mall, 

Oply  $1-10. 

The  price  of  this  book  alone  is  $1.00.  Over  ,100  pages,  bound  in  cloth.  This  is  one  of 
the  best  and  most  interesting  books  we  have  ever  seen.  Agents  wanted.  Good  pay.  Write 
for  terms.    Address  all  orders  to 


CHAS.  G.  FINNEY, 
T.  DE  WITT  TAIvMAGE, 
FRANCES  E.  WII.I.ARD. 
GEORGE  MUI^LER, 
JAMES  H.  POTTS, 


Rev.  W.  A.  WILLIAMS,  Warnock,  O. 


A  Ni£W  PROHIBITION  AND  TEMPERANCE  SONG  BOOK, 


REV.  C.  H.  MEAD,  D.  D.,  and  PROF.  G.  E.  CHAMBERS, 

Of  the. Silver  Lake  Quartette,  . 


REV.  W.         WIT.LIAMS,  D.  D. 

c<fN[IIS  book  coii.ains  the  most  popular  songs  used  by  the  famous  "Silver  L,ake  Quart>^  ■  c  '  of 
I  New  \ork.  Crami^ied  with  the  very  best  of  new  songs,  and  some  tip-top  selections  Tom 
1.  such  au'.hors  as  D.  Towner,  C.  E.  lycslie.  J.  G.  Daily,  V.  ill  I  .  Thompson,  and  otheti.  The 
songs  are  .;i-^stly  i.ew,  and  none  inserted  ju'^t  to  fill  in.  Especially  adapted  to  W.  C.  T.  U.  and 
Prohibition  party  work,  Amendment  and  Local  Option  campaigns  and  all  kinds  of  tcMPER- 
ANCE  MEETINGS  'excel'i^nt  for  entertainments  and  evenings  of  song;  containing  a  large  number 
of  humo-  :!us  SMnyfi,  en  tr-nipert.nc--  and  other  subieots;  also  a  number  of  gospel  songs,  suitable 
for  gospel  meetings  and  song  services.  The  book  is  larger  than  "  Clarion  Call  "  and  "  Prohibition 
Bells,"  of  which  Messrs.  Mead  and  Chambers  aie  th?  authors.  It  ;salso  larger  than  "Song  Jew- 
els," and  contains  128  paged  ;  revised  and  enlarged  by  the  adiiHion  of  IG  pagts.  Though  pu'  Hshed 
but  a  short  time,  it  has  already  met  a  veiy  large  sfl'"  The  enthusiastic  comnieiidatioTi  ;rom 
every  s'de  are  too  numerous  to  publish.  As  a  Prohibiten  or  temperance  .song  book  it  is  'viutout 
a  peer. 

If  you  buy  a  copy,  and  can  say  that  it  is  not  the  best  temperance  and  Prohi'  ition  sot book 
in  the  field,  your  money  will  be  refunded  on  return  of  the  book.  The  following  are  som^.  of  the 
songs:  Levi;  Tekel ;  My  Boy  and  My  Wife-  You  Better  Quit  Your  Meat\ness:  Can  You  do  it 
without  Sin?  Twisting  and  Turning  ;  Uncle  Sam  a  Drummer ;  Perishing ;  Tne  Dead  Line ;  Beware 
the  Fire;  The  Barnyard  Conference;  Nothing  but  Clay;  The  Drunkard  r  Wife;  Down  in  the 
l4c,enKe  Saloon;  You  Can't!  The  Grand  Break:  A  Mother's  Boy;  Get  There,  Boys.  The  Weak 
h'ackbone;  We  Get  Together  Once  a  Year  ;  Lillie  ;   etc.,  etc. 

Many  single  songr  are  worth  the  price  of  the  book. 

Every  purchaser  is  entitled  to  the  scholarship  found  on  the  preface  page  of  "  Song  Jewels." 
PRICES  FOR  BOOKS,  PREPAID  IN  EACH  CASE: 


Boards 
Manilla,  - 


Tigle  Copy. 

35  cts. 
25  cts. 


6  Copies. 

$1  8o 
I  25 


Per  190. 
$25  00 
18  00 


1  "  Song  Jewels  "  and 
1  "  Silver  Tones.  ' 


45  cts. 
30  cts. 


Address, 


W.  A.  WILLIAMS,  Warnock,  O. 


Music  Chart. 


Q-\OOD  m«.uilla  pay": 
for  'Ringing  Scho 


be  <;eeu 


By  W-  /i.  WfUUfAl^S. 

PRICE,  ai  oo. 

4'ix90  inches:  systematic,  cl  ar.  concise,  accurf;  e,  complete.    De  Igned 
s.  Common  School  ,  and  ■  ri  .ate  Families.    Cha.acters  large  enough  to 
where  lU  a  Ic^rge  rooir..    Lines  01  the  staff  two  inches  apart.    Note  the  s. -.t  and 


price.    It  txhibits  every  chru-act  ^r  con^n.only  used  i^i  vocrJ  niu  ^ic.    This  Chart  saves  more  in  iabo' 
and  time  than  its  cost,  besKies  exhibiting  the  charucteis  more  plainly  than  can  be  written.    It  : 
even  better  than  the  high-priccJ  charts. 
Also  a 

Parliamentary  Chart. 

By  W.  A.  WILL  AMS.    PRICE,  $1.00. 

THIS  Chart  answers  at  a  glance  o^er  300  of  the  most  important  questions  in  Parliamentary 
practice.    It  shoulr"  be  in  every  school-room.    Designed  for  use  in  Common  Schools,  \cad- 
emies,  Colleges,  Litera^-y  Societies,  W.  C.  T  U.'s,  and  all  deliberative  bodies.    Large  e,;ough 
for  a  room.    Money  will  be  refi  nded  on  return  of  either  Chart  if  uuf^atisfactory. 

A  copy  of  "  Silver  Tones"  or  "  Song  Jewels  "  and  eith'  r  Chart,  $1.10:  '*  Silver  Tones," 
"  Sonv  Jewels,"  and  both  Charts  $2.00  ;  both  Charts,  $1.75  •  six  copies  of  either  Chart,  $  ;.oo. 
Libera!  Hiscounts  on  any  of  f^ese  publications  to  agents  ajiid  the  trade.   Ag^ents  wanted  fc  -  r'l. 

Addres-s  all  orders  to 

W.  It.  WII.1.I«MS,  Publisher, 

WARNOCK,  0\  O 


